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RRIERIT ANCE 


A novel by jokermon (sasquatch_9@hotmail.com). 
This is a work of erotic fantasy fiction. If reading this type of material is illegal where you reside, or if you 
are not old enough to read it according to your local laws, don’t read it. The author does not recommend 
having anonymous unprotected sex with strangers, but that is something the characters in this story don’t 
have to worry about because they are fiction. You are not. Please enjoy this story responsibly. 
This story is copyright ©2006 the author. 
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Prologue 


My name is Kelly Elizabeth Ramsey. 


I should get a few things out of the way before I go any further. 
First off, personality-wise, there’s nothing really odd about me. 
Aside from some ... physical stuff that we’ll get to in a minute, 
I’m pretty unremarkable. I like strawberry ice cream, dumb 
comedies, and smart horror flicks. I like eighties pop and nineties 
punk. Until a short while ago, I was just a normal, happy, outgoing 
girl like any of my classmates at Crawford High here in San Diego, 
and the weirdest thing about me was my collection of vintage 
Saturday-morning cartoon collectibles (my Sleestak holds pride of 
place). 


I’m glad to say that in spite of everything that’s happened, I’m 
still happy and outgoing, although my life now is about a million 
light-years from normal. 


Secondly, my family is very loving and supportive and always 
has been. I have nothing bad to say about them at all. They are all 
very attractive people and assure me that I'm no different. About 
that, I have my doubts. 


After I turned fifteen last December, they became very concerned 
because I was spending too much time locked away in my room. 
At first, they thought I was just self-conscious about my body, and 
I let them go ahead and think that. I had matured well before 
most of my classmates and back when I was thirteen my bustline 
was already as big as my Mother's, almost. Since my mother's a 
really pretty, chesty lady with a 36-triple-D bra, that's saying a lot! 


The change was dramatic because I always used to be small and 
slight. All the sports, gymnastics, and general tearing around I did 
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when I was younger gave me a slim build, which as soon as 
puberty hit, abruptly grew two big exceptions. It's hard to be a 
tomboy with enormous breasts bouncing every which way (at least 
that’s the excuse I gave my family), so I gave up field hockey and 
rhythmic freestyle to exercise privately in the family weight room. 


I'd begun doing everything privately, and my family was getting 
worried. I’d always been so rambunctious and extroverted. 


They were half-right about the reason for my withdrawal. I was 
self-conscious about the changes my body was going through — but 
not the ones they thought. Lord knows I wasn’t crazy about my 
appearance - Mom’s lovely auburn hair on me was just carroty, 
and my dad's big green eyes, which on him looked so dreamy, on 
me just looked buggy and freakish. The ballooning of my bosom 
and sudden womanly spread of my hips made me feel fat and 
awkward, and the way males and females alike would stop and 
stare at my breasts embarrassed me. Plus, I still had a lot of those 
Pippi Longstocking freckles that had covered my face when I was 
a little girl. None of these things would have turned me into a 
hermit, though. 


The changes my body underwent that really had me self- 
conscious never made it into Girls’ Health class. 


It all came out into the open one day when Mom decided it was 
time for an intervention. 


She marched into my bedroom one Saturday morning at the 
absolute worst possible time. I was naked, out of my nightshirt, not 
quite into my skirt. I had no chance to cover myself. She stopped, 
thunderstruck. 


“Honey,” she said in a stunned voice, “Where in the world did 
you get that?” 


“I don’t know Momma,” I said, so embarrassed and guilty I could 
die, “It just sort of happened.” 


As [ve said, my boobs were way too big for my slim little frame. 
But they were nowhere near as out-of-place as my penis. 
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Chapter One: It’s A Girl Thing 


What I told my mom was true. I really didn’t have any idea 
where it came from, and don’t to this day. Shortly after I started 
getting my periods (that’s about ten to twelve for you know- 
nothing boys out there), I just woke up with it one Tuesday 
morning. 


It was very small at that time, so small that at first I thought my 
clitoris had grown. That wasn’t it though - my clitoris and vagina 
were exactly where they were supposed to be, underneath it. There 
was no scrotum; the bulge that ran down the underside of this 
fascinating new addition to my body grew directly into my clitoral 
hood and that’s were it ended (Mom and Dad were very 
circumspect about making sure I knew all about my girl stuff. 
They always told me to be proud of my body, even the gross parts. 
They’re such awesome parents). 


At first, I thought it would just go away on its own. After all, I 
was a girl, so clearly a mistake had been made. I thought someone 
would realize their error, correct it, and that would be that. I would 
wake up the next morning and it would be gone. 


Well, of course that didn’t happen. As I grew, it grew too. It got 
bigger and bigger. By the time I was twelve-and-a-half, I had a 
man-size penis that was every bit as big as my older brother 
Bradley’s was (I would sometimes peek at him and Dad when they 
changed in the pool’s cabana). By the time I was thirteen, I was as 
big as Dad was (and that’s pretty darn big!), and I had resolved 
myself to the fact that it wasn’t ever going away on its own. 
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Despite this being such an incredibly odd thing, I never once felt 
like it was something malignant or scary; I could clearly feel it was 
part of my own body. It was certainly peculiar, but not in any 
threatening kind of way. I could pee through it if I chose, and it 
was neat to be able to do that standing up. It was sensitive, and 
when I played with it, it would swell up and get pleasurably stiff. 
It would also do that on its own when I saw anything sexy on TV 
or looked at any of Bradley’s naked girl magazines. Sometimes it 
would just stand up without any prompting at all. When it was 
hard, it felt good in such an invigorating, sexual way that I 
couldn’t doubt it was a good thing, even when it ached after 
awhile. Whenever it swelled up, I would feel hot and lusty all over. 
It felt very nice to touch it and stroke it. I felt odd yearning to do 
more, but I wasn’t sure what that might be or even if I wanted to 
cross those bridges yet. 


It was a perfectly ordinary penis, just sort of there. The oddest 
thing about it was that it was attached to a girl. 


It never scared me, although it was certainly startling when, as 
puberty progressed and I became more interested in sex, I started 
having wet dreams. Wow. 


I knew what orgasms were, of course. As I said, my parents were 
very conscientious about teaching my brother and me the facts of 
life. In theory, I knew a guy’s thing was supposed to shoot stuff 
out during sex, but I never realized mine could. In retrospect, I 
guess that sounds naive, but at the time it was odd enough just 
having this thing between my legs. I never gave a thought to it 
being fully functional. 


I remember the first time it happened very clearly — it was the 
most vivid, wonderful dream of my life to that point. I was 
dreaming about some stripper I’d seen on the Playboy channel (my 
dad has it on the TV in his den. We’re not supposed to know about 
it). She was dancing naked on stage and my dream-self got up on 
stage with her. Guys were hooting and cheering and I was flushed 
and excited. I stripped too, and she helped me imitate her moves. I 
shook my boobs at the audience and they went nuts. I felt really 
sexy, silly and exhilarated all at the same time; my pussy was wet 
and my penis stuck out so stiff and huge it hurt. When I stripped 
off my sticky panties and threw them into the crowd guys fought 
over them, and nobody thought it was odd that I had a penis. I 
shook my dick at them, and they whooped just as loud as they had 
for my breasts. That made me feel great. 
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My stripper got behind me and fitted her naked body against 
mine. Her breasts felt warm and huge against my back. She 
reached around, took hold of my dick and played with it, and it felt 
just as good as when I played with myself. We danced together, 
making thrusting, undulating motions with our pelvises and she 
kept time with her strokes on my penis. 


In the audience, guys were going insane, jacking off everywhere, 
and thrills were going through me. My whole body felt rosy and 
languid, yet my heart was pounding double-time. 


My stripper lay down on the stage on her back, pedaled her legs 
in the air, holding them up, and widely apart. Her open, wet, clean- 
shaven vagina really turned me on. She beckoned me with her 
finger, and it all came so naturally; I got on top of her and stuck 
my thing in hers. She was hot and juicy, just like my own vagina 
when I’m horny and it felt so good, I just had to push it in all the 
way. 


It was tight, but very slippery and the friction felt super. I shoved 
it in and out and the dream-me thought in wonder, I’m having sex 
with her. The pleasure leapt to a higher plateau than before and 
suddenly something very big and wonderful was happening. I 
could feel something rising up inside me, rising up the length of 
my penis in a hot, unstoppable silver rush and then - boom. 


I exploded like a volcano. It was the greatest feeling I’d ever had, 
and I woke up halfway through it. My penis — my cock, as the 
forum letters in my brother’s magazines always called it — was 
spurting all this hot sticky stuff out all over me and it felt fantastic. 
I was moaning out loud. 


I just lay for a bit after it was done, just sort of stunned and wiped 
out. I felt great, and despite the mess, I knew that what had 
happened was important and good. I tasted my sperm and it 
tasted bland and vaguely salty, like pretzels or something. It wasn’t 
a bad taste and I decided I liked it. I also liked its creamy, gooey 
texture as I rubbed it happily into my tummy and breasts. 


Cum, | thought, that’s what they call this stuff. I like it. And I 
really like producing it. A lot. 


The next day I stole one of my brother’s girly magazines and, 
with my bedroom door shut, got naked and experimented with 
ways of making it happen while fully awake. The pictures excited 
me and the articles were full of information about masturbation. As 
soon as I was good and hard, I began drawing my foreskin back 
and forth over my big pink head in a careful, tentative motion. Oh 
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boy, was it nice. Clear juice began flowing from its tiny little 
mouth and like the letters suggested, I used it to slick the shaft of 
my penis for an easier stroke. To my wonder my whole body 
seemed to catch on to my excitement; my nipples stood straight up 
and my vagina got hot and wet. I tingled all over. I stared at the 
naked women and pretended I was doing it with them like the 
stripper in my dream. I was blushing and panting when I felt it 
begin. 


It was every bit as wonderful as in the dream and even better 
because I was fully awake to enjoy it all the way through; the 
feelings rose up like an immense wave and pumped through me in 
big jolts. All my muscles seemed to be contracting rhythmically. 
The first jet came out so hard it flew across the bed and hit the 
wall! My head floated away as my cock let fly with spurts and 
spurts of creamy white stuff. I was totally blissed out. The only 
downside was that as I slowly came back to my senses, I realized I 
had soaked my brother’s magazine. I tried to wipe away the sperm 
as best I could, but the damage was done - ten minutes later, the 
pages were stiff, warped and sticking together. 


I felt too good to feel guilty about it though, so I just hid it back 
where I found it in his room. Later I heard him chewing out one of 
his swim-team buddies for “fucking wrecking this, man, just look 
at it. I said you could borrow it, not destroy it.” I smiled as I heard 
his friend’s guilty denials. 


All fun with my new buddy aside, I realized I had a lot of 
thinking to do. Should I tell my family about this, or my doctor, or 
should I keep it a secret? I stared at the ceiling above my bed for 
hours, mulling things over. I was scared they might think it was 
abnormal and want me to get rid of it. Also, masturbation was an 
incredible distraction and that’s why I spent a lot of time locked 
away in my room. I found a used bookstore not too far away with a 
myopic old lady behind the counter and quickly amassed a porn 
collection that surpassed my brother’s. I would ponder my odd 
predicament and every now and then my thing would stand up on 
its own or I’d get bored and start flipping through my porno, and 
I'd masturbate. And then I’d masturbate some more. When I got 
going, I could come and come and it really made my whole body 
feel fantastic. After that, of course, I’d have to take a nap and F’ d 
wake up refreshed and ready for more. 


I wound up spending a lot of my allowance on tissues and air 
fresheners to cover up the evidence. 
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Reading further, I learned about how to masturbate my girl parts 
too. I soon found that was equally fun. I found I could bring myself 
to orgasm just by playing with my nipples, and while 
experimentally kneading my breasts, for the first time I came to 
appreciate their size and sensitivity. I could make myself ejaculate 
just by rubbing my clitoris, and vice versa — I could experience 
vaginal orgasms when I played with the head of my penis slowly 
and deliberately. Once, in the heat of moment, I started playing 
with my asshole too, because I’d read about that being an 
erogenous zone, and loved it. I flushed as I came to grips with the 
fact that I was a very sexual person, blessed with a wonderfully 
responsive body. 


I explored further. One night, curled up in bed after the rest of my 
family was asleep, a wild inspiration struck me. My cock snapped 
erect as I sat up, and in the dim light I could see the glitter of the 
little bubbles of pre-cum. I leaned down, opened my mouth, and 
with a little thrill, took the head of my penis inside. It was salty 
and meaty and delicious. I drooled and slurped on it with a hunger 
I never knew I had. I inched my way down the shaft until my 
mouth was satisfyingly full. My gymnastics experience had given 
me decent flexibility, so I could pretzel myself without any 
straining. My boobs squashed against my thighs as pushed down. I 
swirled my tongue around, probed the little hole, did everything I 
could think of that would feel good, and oh boy, did it ever! I 
didn’t even think of trying to deep-throat myself that first time; I 
just sucked what I could and stroked the lower half of my post with 
my hands. I massaged my clitoris, too, and it all felt so good, in no 
time at all I was squirting into my mouth. The spurts felt as thick 
as the spray from a garden hose and nearly as hot as soup. Feeling 
deliciously nasty, I gulped it all down, or at least as much as I 
could get. A few errant dribbles went down my chin and spattered 
on my breasts. I scooped those up with my fingers later, as I lay 
out sleepy and happy and sucked them clean. I went to sleep that 
night feeling wonderfully satisfied and serene. I also realized I had 
finally come to a decision. There was no way I was ever going to 
part with my beloved penis, and if that meant keeping it secret, 
then so be it. 


Once I’d made that decision, I understood I had a lot more to 
think about now; namely, how I was going to pull this off, and also 
how I was going to have any kind of halfway normal sex life. I 
sadly came to the conclusion that while there were ways to 
accomplish the former, there was no way the latter was going to 
happen. At least not until I found a lover I trusted enough (and 
open-minded enough!) to confide in. 
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Life proceeded, and it did get a bit bizarre - from time to time, 
my girlfriends would come over and I'd socialize with them like 
any other teenage girl. I enjoyed the opportunity to be normal. 
We'd swap heartfelt confidences (though I never told them about 
you-know-what), experiment with make-up and squeal over copies 
of Tiger Beat. As soon as they were gone, though, the Tiger Beats 
would disappear and out would come the back issues of Jiggle 
Queens. Over time, under the loving strokes of my slender fingers, 
my cock grew bullish and massive, my ejaculations enormous. I 
loved it. 


Despite the profound joy of discovery I was experiencing in 
private, in a lot of ways it was a very sad time for me. To keep my 
secret hidden, I had no choice but to withdraw a bit socially. 
Despite my best efforts, I grew apart from my friends. To be 
honest, some of them were already jealous of the way my body had 
developed, and others thought I was weird because I would no 
longer participate in gym class or skinny-dip with them at our local 
swimming hole. So I lost some friends, but I rationalized that I 
probably would have anyway. 


More than anything else, it became difficult to be around them 
because just about everything about them was turning me on. My 
friends were all nubile, newly blossomed teenage girls, full of life, 
and I couldn’t help responding to them. It never failed - one of my 
friends would strip to her panties to try on some new outfit fresh 
from the mall, and my poor penis would leap up and get so stiff it 
would ache. I’d have to duck out to the bathroom for a knee- 
trembling handjob and my orgasms would be so strong Pd nearly 
pass out. I went through a lot of my friends’ bathroom tissue 
cleaning up after myself. My newfound taste for the baggy, hippie- 
girl skirts and dresses that I’d have to wear to conceal my big 
package had them scratching their heads, too. 


I think what got me down the most was simply hiding things 
from people. Td like to think I was, and still am, an honest 
person, and all that lying and sneaking around went against my 
grain. 


Anyway, as you can see, as my sexuality emerged, I found girls 
excited me as much as boys did. That was another thing I had to 
come to terms with, but at least that one was no biggie. My parents 
had long ago talked with Bradley and me about sexual orientations 
and stuff. They said whatever happened between two adults who 
care about each other was fine as long as no one was getting hurt, 
etc. They told us they’d love us no matter what our life choices 
were, and we believed them. 
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So, life went on. I went to school, developed my remaining 
friendships as much as possible, and got into music to take the 
place of the team sports I couldn’t participate in anymore. Even 
though I wouldn’t part with my big friend for the world, I have to 
admit; from time to time, I did feel very lonely. When Mom finally 
found me out, it was almost a relief. As it turns out, it was the best 
thing that could’ ve happened. 
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Chapter Two: Me, in all My Glory 


You see, last spring I went a little nuts. I began taking silly risks. 
All of my friends were falling in love, getting boyfriends and 
losing their virginity and I felt lonely and left out. I was getting 
frantic for any kind of sexual contact with another person; 
everyone around me was turning me on and I was painfully horny 
all the time. 


I racked my brains for ways of having sex without the other 
person knowing I had a dick, or was really a girl with a dick, or 
whatever. I thought up and discarded a bunch of increasingly 
desperate plans, including a couple, I’m ashamed to admit, which 
weren’t entirely ethical. You know, like taking advantage of drunk 
friends at parties, that kind of thing. The kind of things boys do 
without a second thought, the dirty (lucky) beasts. 


Then last spring I hit paydirt. I overheard some older kids talking 
about the things that certain men would get up to in public men's 
rooms at the mall, or in the park, late at night. I always thought 
that was kinda sneaky, going off to have all this great anonymous 
sex and not letting the girls in on it. I had the most outrageous idea. 


I got some of my brother’s old baggy jeans and some big plaid 
shirts he hadn’t worn since he was twelve. Even with as much as 
my breasts and butt stuck out, my brother's loose hand-me-downs 
hid my body nicely. I got a big baseball cap that I could tuck my 
hair under and pull down to hide my face. At a distance, or in bad 
light, I'd pass for a shortish guy at first glance. The cool thing was 
I didn’t have to hide the bulge my penis made. It’s perfectly okay 
for a guy to have a big package. I always thought that was unfair. 


I waited until everyone was asleep, then snuck out my bedroom 
window and headed for the park. 
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Totally gross graffiti covered the men's room walls, but at least 
someone had mopped the floor recently. It smelt of Pine Sol and 
maleness, kinda like the coed changing rooms at school after a 
boys’ PE class. 


I slunk into a stall and closed the door. Just like I'd heard, there 
were glory holes cut into the dividers, each about seven inches 
across and padded around the inside with duct tape. I was very 
excited; I unzipped and began masturbating immediately. I’d never 
done it in a public place before and my cock looked as red and 
hard as a brick and almost half again as long as one. I could smell 
it, all salty and musky with hormones. 


Sure enough, in no time at all, I heard someone enter the stall on 
the right. 


I held my breath; I saw an eye appear at the hole, then a pair of 
lips. 


“That’s a beauty,” the anonymous man admired. “Bring it here.” 


I was actually shaking as I stood and put my cock through the 
hole. When I felt his hands, and then his mouth encircle my penis, 
I felt such a profound joy that I couldn’t help moaning out loud. I 
was feeling another person touch me for the first time! 


My voice must have sounded more light and girlish than I 
thought because the man on the other side stopped. 


“Exactly how old are you, kid?” 


“Tm eighteen, I swear,” I begged, hoping I sounded it. “Please 
don’t stop sucking my cock mister.” 


He paused, and then I felt his lips slip over my penis again and I 
closed my eyes in bliss. He was very skillful. His mouth was hot 
and wet and his tongue slipped all over my meat just like when I 
do myself. He sucked forcefully and that wonderful mouth went up 
and down, making me moan again. I couldn’t help it, but at least 
this time I tried to pitch my voice lower. 


The slurping sounds echoed in that dank men’s room and in no 
time, I was pumping my hips, driving my cock into his mouth, 
slamming my body against the stall divider. I felt him push 
forward, accepting me, and my cock easily slipped into the sweet 
constriction of his throat. It felt too good and after three or four of 
those marvelous deep-throat plunges, I cried out in orgasm. He 
moaned appreciatively around my dick as I pumped a huge load 
down his throat. 
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“You have the most delicious cum I’ ve ever tasted,” he said to 
me after I'd numbly pulled back. He sounded mature, like he was 
in his 40’s. A cock, not as big as mine, but very fat and 
circumcised, came through the hole from his side. “My turn?” 


My mouth watered at the sight of it. I touched him, stroked it like 
I stroke myself, reveling in my first sexual feel of another human 
being. I eagerly dropped to my knees and took him into my mouth. 
He tasted slightly different from me, saltier and somehow ... 
manlier, and I loved it. I sucked him with all my heart, desperately 
wanting to please him as much as he’d pleased me. I slurped on his 
stiff penis, moving my head, letting my tongue lick and swirl 
around him. I tried to take him all the way and wound up gagging 
and coughing. 


“That’s alright,” he encouraged. “Just suck what you can take 
comfortably. You’re doing fine. Better than fine. Great.” That 
made me beam with pride. 


I continued with my first blowjob, and very soon, he rewarded 
me with a heartfelt groan and several big spurts of delicious hot 
jism into my mouth. I swallowed him down and continued to suck 
until his orgasm dwindled and his penis softened. It was 
tremendously exciting. 


His penis withdrew and I made a little regretful sound as it 
popped free of my lips. His mouth appeared at the hole again. “For 
such a young kid you sure have a big dick. My wife and daughters 
will be away this weekend. Would you like to come over to my 
house for a night or two?” 


I panicked. I couldn’t think of anything to say. 

“I can make it worth your while, if it’s a question of money...” 
“Um...no thanks, uh, ve got work.” 

“That’s fine. Well, are you ready for round two?” 


I had no idea what ‘round two’ meant. I only knew I didn’t want 
this fantastic experience to end yet. 


“Sure.” 
“That’s good.” I heard rustling sounds. “Do you have any lube?” 
“No...” 


“Here then.” A small bottle of Astroglide came through the glory 
hole. I took it from him. I was pretty blissed out from the sex and 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


didn’t realize at first what he was proposing. I saw movement at 
the hole and crouched down again. An anus, his anus, was at the 
opening. It was pink and clean and pursed with tiny wrinkles. He 
must have spread his buttocks and pressed himself tight against the 
other side because his asshole and the surrounding flesh bulged 
slightly through the hole. 


“Would you like to lick it first?” he asked. “It’s okay if you don’t 
want to, but I really like that.” 


Finally it dawned on me. He wanted me to fuck his ass! 


Hesitantly, I bent and licked his asshole. Thankfully, he was very 
clean, and there was just a faint musky taste as my tongue laved 
over his little puckered opening. It winked invitingly. I couldn’t 
believe I was doing this! 


Feeling very brave, I gently probed it with my tongue and felt it 
relax and smooch back at me. It was very sexy. He sighed in 
pleasure and I realized my cock was rock-hard again. It felt so nice 
making someone else feel good. 


I didn’t think my big dick would get into such a tiny orifice. 


“That’s fine,” he said eventually. “Pour a little lube onto my 
asshole.” 


I did, squeezing out a clear dollop of lube directly onto his 
pucker. I spread it around with my finger, watching it glisten, and 
then with no prompting from him, pressed a finger at the tightly- 
pursed little mouth, and watched it slide into him. 


His ass was soft and hot and gripped my finger with a very tight 
clasp. I pushed in gingerly, wary of running into anything nasty, 
but thank goodness, his tract was clear. My finger bottomed out 
with no trouble and I heard him sigh again. 


“Put another finger in,” he instructed. “Move them in and out.” 


I did as he asked and had to stifle a bunch of girlish giggles. This 
was So neat! 


Minutes later, in a strained voice, he said, “Add another finger. 
And a little more lube.” 


My three fingers began making little wet sounds as they sluiced 
back and forth. I could hear his breathing pick up as his asshole 
gradually relaxed. My cock was so hard it hurt, and unconsciously, 
my free hand was stroking it. 
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“T m ready,” he said suddenly. He sounded really excited. “Lube 
up your cock and put it in.” 


His anus slurped on my fingers as I pulled them out, and again I 
was shaking as I poured that cool, clear slippery stuff all over my 
penis. I felt scared and giddy at the same time. 


“Hurry,” he panted, “I need it.” 


Without giving myself time to feel awkward or have second 
thoughts, I gripped my glistening pole around the base, stepped up 
to the hole and kissed my head to that soft hot pucker. Suddenly a 
diabolical playful spirit took hold of me, and I paused. I wagged 
my cock, listening to the smooch and smack of his sphincter as it 
mouthed my tip, but I didn’t put it in any further. I teased him with 
my glans and heard him squirming and pushing back ineffectually. 
I snickered. 


“Oh Jesus,” he implored, and he sounded nearly in tears, “Stick it 
in. Stick it in!” 


He sounded so desperate that I felt sorry for him. I took a breath, 
pressed forward, and his asshole smoothly engulfed me. 


We both groaned aloud. He was steamy and silky, and even after 
working him with three of my fingers, he was so tight it took my 
breath away. 


“All the way,” he moaned. “Shove it in all the way. Oh God, 
you're so big.” 


I did as he asked and thrust it all the way in, hard. In his 
answering gasp, I heard pain, but I also heard rapture. 


After that, there was no tease left in me. It felt too fantastic. I 
pulled back, feeling the tightness and suction around every 
millimeter of my escaping penis, and then shoved forward again, 
so hard my hips thumped the stall divider. 


“Puck me hard,” he was babbling, but I was already doing just 
that, caught up in a sexual frenzy. My body seemed to know 
exactly what to do, humping in a fast, instinctive rhythm. 


I was so glad I had already gotten off once, because if I hadn’t, I 
would have lasted all of three seconds once I was buried in that 
lovely, welcoming asshole. I went into sensory overload and 
floated in a haze of pleasure and pain. I was dimly aware of his 
anus clamping and flexing around me, giving me great joy, and his 
body jostling. I realized he must be beating off, and the thought 
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excited me even more. Both of our hips were slamming the wall in 
a rhythmic banging. The divider shook. My breasts and cheek were 
pressed flat against it and I had both my hands up over my head 
gripping the top of the partition as I pounded. 


I don’t know how long that first fuck lasted, but all at once, I was 
aware of his asshole going into wild spasms around me and after a 
sharp grunt, his voice softened into the long moans of release. 


“Ahh ... ahh ... oooh ...” 


He’s coming, I thought, I made him come, and that was all it 
took. I felt it start in my toes, then build up through me until I 
shrieked as my whole body lit up. I could feel it in my womb, in 
my blazing, swollen clitoris, and in the clench and gush of my 
vagina. I exploded in his ass, a terrific orgasm that flooded his 
passage with torrents of creamy white jism. I could feel it overflow 
and drip to the floor. I moaned and gasped and even wept as I shot 
him full of my juice. 


I was in a park men’s room, buried to the hips in a strange man’s 
rectum, and sordid and anonymous as it was, my first time with a 
partner was still an overwhelmingly beautiful experience. 


I couldn’t seem to stop ejaculating. My friend didn’t mind. 


“Oooh yes,” he crooned. “Fill me up. So much cum. Ahh, it’s 
great.” 


Finally, my reservoirs depleted, and to my great regret, he pulled 
his ass off my cock with a thick squelching sound. With knees like 
wet taffy, I collapsed onto the toilet and cleaned my cock off with 
tissues. My whole body felt good, sore and rubbery, and I didn’t 
think I’d come down from cloud nine for a month. I gave a sigh of 
soul-deep satisfaction. 


“Wow,” he mused, “you know you sound just like a girl when 
you get off?” 


That brought me back to real time in a hurry. I yanked up my 
pants and zipped, wincing as I caught a couple of pubic hairs. 


Pitching my voice deeper so I sounded like a boy, I said, “I, uh, 
gotta go,” and tore out of there. 


“Wait,” I heard him call after me, “Can I get your phone 
number?” 
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There was much frantic rustling from his stall and I could picture 
him fighting to get his clothes together as I ran like hell. The last 
thing I wanted was for someone to actually see me. 


Curiosity overcame me though, so once I was past the tree line, I 
turned and dove under a bush. I saw him come out and look 
around, clearly lit by the tall sodium lights. He didn’t spot me, but 
I sure got a good look at him. He was middle-aged, handsome, 
and I recognized our family druggist. 


As I walked home, I felt bad about ditching him like that, after all 
the pleasure he’d provided, but I couldn’t feel down for long. 
Besides, I knew I'd be back. Td found a new drug and I was 
totally hooked. Long into the night as I stared at my ceiling, 
replaying the evening’s events, I buzzed with happiness at my 
accomplishment. I was no longer a virgin! 


That was my Summer of Love. I became a regular at all the more 
isolated cruising spots. I wasn’t MacGyver enough to finagle 
things like false mustaches and stuff, so I just kept my hat pulled 
low and trusted to the poor light. I had a blast; finally, I was having 
sex, and lots of it, and it was wild public sex at that. I sucked lots 
of cock that summer, big ones, little ones, old ones, and young 
ones. I enjoyed them all. 


Every now and again someone would ask me to fuck them and I 
would always oblige. It took a while before I would let them fuck 
my ass inreturn. I wasn’t averse to receiving anal as I always 
played with my ass at home, fingering and gleefully shoving dildos 
up it, but I worried about exposing my vagina through the glory 
hole. Eventually I got too frustrated and decided to take the 
plunge. The next time a man asked to fuck me, I made sure he put 
his cock through the hole first so he couldn’t see. Then with great 
pleasure (and a little pain), I would carefully slide my lube- 
slippery asshole down his penis until he was fully embedded. I just 
went wild with a dick up my ass. I found I loved getting fucked, 
and those men sure loved to fuck me. My penis would shoot off at 
least twice, sometimes without being touched as some stranger’s 
cock thumped in and out of my hypersensitive rump. 


A few times, when I was bucking away on some really nice cock, 
I was tempted to pull off and try it up my vagina, just for the hell 
of it. My better judgment always won out, though. 


I really came to appreciate and adore men. They all gave me the 
greatest head, and aside from one or two dicey occasions when 
someone was a little too taken with me, respected my anonymity. 
They all loved my cock and the ego boost I got from them did 
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wonders for my self-esteem. Any lingering bad feelings I had 
about my penis, or feeling freakish or unwanted myself, 
disappeared. I felt lucky and blessed to be a sexy well-hung girl 
who could have such wonderful experiences. 


Being a girl, I was naturally curious about these men with whom 
I was intimate. I would often hide outside afterwards, and spy on 
them leaving. I saw the druggist many more times, and recognized 
other men from our community, men I couldn’t believe would 
indulge in this kind of thing, including my own math teacher! I 
recognized his voice through the barrier and then later confirmed it 
from my hiding place outside. When he gave himself away, his 
dick was in my mouth, and he was moaning for me to suck it 
deeper (I did — I had become quite the little deep-throat artist by 
then). He sure never sounded like that in class! 


More than once my partners and I were interrupted by sirens and 
police floodlights and had to go sprinting off amid ignored shouts 
of “Freeze! Don’t move!” It was exciting, but it was also very 
stupid, and I’m amazed in retrospect that I never got busted or 
worse. 


Then something weird happened one night at a park men’s room 
near our house. It was just before the end of the school year. I had 
celebrated the start of the last week of classes by indulging in a 
busy night of sex and was thinking about heading home when a 
new cock, one I had never seen before, slid through the glory hole. 
It was beautiful, almost as big as mine, and what struck me about it 
was how much it resembled mine. The flare of the crown, the fat 
fold of foreskin, and the apple-smooth gleam of the glans were all 
slightly smaller siblings to my own. 


I knelt down and sucked it and from the moans I heard, its owner 
was just a boy, probably not much older than I was. He was 
muffling his voice, trying to sound mature, but even so, there was 
something very familiar about him. I couldn’t place it. I decided to 
tease him a little. 


I waited until his breathing was good and heavy, and his penis 
was throbbing, and then pulled off. I gently pushed his cock back 
through the hole and stuck my own bigger, very hard one through. 


“Suck it,” I told him. “No more head til Z get some.” 


He groaned, but obediently knelt down and took me into his 
mouth. He was inexperienced, and I had to coach him a little, but 
he soon got the hang of it and sucked me like a champ. I found his 
puppyish enthusiasm charming. I lifted my shirt so I could play 
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with my breasts and tug on my nipples to provide a pleasing 
counterpoint to his efforts. 


“You’re so big,” he muttered around his mouthful, and I could 
hear the wonder in his voice: “You’re huge.” I turned pink with 
pride and pleasure. I never got tired of hearing lovely compliments 
like that. 


He slurped, and I oohed and ahhed and flexed my hips, letting 
him know I was enjoying what he was doing. I wondered if he’d 
ever sucked cock before, and the idea that I was violating a 
nervous first-timer was tremendously exciting. 


“If you want me to swallow you,” I panted, barely remembering 
to disguise my voice in time, “you’re going to have to swallow me. 
I’m gonna come soon. Try to get it all.” 


I heard him moan an affirmative sort of “Mmm-hmmph,” closed 
my eyes, and let myself go. 


I came with my usual high-powered geyser of sweet goo and he 
squawked and gagged under the torrent. 


“Swallow it,” I moaned, my body pitching with exquisite 
pleasure, “swallow it all.” 


To my delight, he did just that, gulping and gasping his way 
through my phenomenal ejaculation. I could hear a few drops splat 
on the floor, but I was feeling too good to hold it against him. 


After I finally emptied out, I went down on him with lazy 
ferocity and gave him what I’m sure was the best blowjob of his 
life. I tongue-rolled his head, dug around under his foreskin and 
then sucked hard while treating him to some sweet deep-throat 
plunges. My eyes teared up like they always did but I didn’t mind. 
I made him come in no time, and I was unprepared for the size of 
his load; he shot like me, big and forceful and it took all my skills 
not to choke like a rookie. His semen even tasted like mine, and I 
drained him dry with relish. 


It was funny how fast he tried to get out of there once he was 
done coming. My pants were already pulled up, so I left first and 
then sprinted for my usual hiding place as soon as I was outside. 


Nothing can describe my shock when I saw my older brother 
Bradley walk out. 


At first I thought I was seeing things. Then I thought it might be 
someone who just looked like him. When he stepped under the 
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streetlights, however, he was unmistakable. He looked around 
furtively and then took off. 


I couldn’t believe it. I shadowed him to where he had parked 
Mom’s car. It wasn’t until I saw her sedan that I knew I wasn’t 
hallucinating. I remembered he told her earlier that evening that he 
was going out with the boys. I giggled hysterically, thinking to 
myself: he sure was! 


I couldn’t figure it out. Bradley always had a girlfriend, and from 
the phone conversations I’d overheard, he certainly got as fresh 
with them as any other boy. Then I recalled that Cheryl, his current 
flame, was out of town, counseling at some summer camp for the 
break. That explained his frustration. Still, I never would have 
guessed he would have tried something like this. He’d always 
seemed so straight. I mean, he didn’t even have any gay porn in his 
stash. 


I walked home in a thoughtful daze. Frankly, I was more weirded 
out by this discovery about Bradley’s private life than I was by the 
fact that I’d just had sex with my brother. I had always felt a great 
deal of affection for Brad, and he had always been good to me; 
there had never been any feuding or teasing like with some 
brothers and sisters. Also, I suppose I have to admit that I secretly 
found my brunette, athletic big brother gorgeous, and occasionally 
thought about him when I masturbated (I fantasized about my 
daddy too —I think every girl does, at least once). The fact that we 
had sex certainly didn’t bother me. It was the context. 


I was walking with my head in the clouds, not a smart thing for a 
young girl to be doing after midnight on a deserted road, so I never 
even noticed when Bradley pulled up next to me until he rolled his 
window down and called out. 


“Kelly? Kelly!” 
I just about jumped out of my skin. 
“Hey Brad.” 


“T thought it was you. What are you doing by yourself out here?” 
He didn’t sound agitated or accusing, merely curious. 


“Nothing ... I couldn’t sleep. I went for a walk.” 
“In the park? In the middle of the night?” 


“Well what are you doing here?” I immediately regretted saying 
that. The last thing I wanted was to put Bradley on the spot. 
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He didn’t get defensive. He sighed, and said, “I guess I couldn’t 
sleep either. I went for a drive. You want a lift home?” 


“Sure.” 


That ride home was surreal. I mean, what kind of small talk do 
you make with your brother after you’ ve just traded blowjobs and 
he doesn’t know it was you? 


Brad seemed mellow, which was understandable, considering 
what a huge orgasm he just had, but he also seemed quiet and 
moody. I, on the other hand, felt unnaturally bright and chatty. 


“So how was your night out?” I asked. 
“It was okay,” he murmured. 


I didn’t know whether to feel insulted or not. Just okay? After 
that superlative head-job I gave him? 


“How’s work at the cannery going?” That was his summer job 
that year. He would heave around boxes all day and it gave him 
muscles like Superman. 


He grimaced. “It’s alright. I’m pretty tired at the end of the day. 
But the money’s good. If I can keep on part-time after school 
starts, I’ll make tuition by Halloween.” 


Bradley was due to start his senior year in September. I chuckled. 


“They don’t send out the acceptance letters until next spring. You 
seem mighty confident.” 


He shrugged and yawned. “As long as my grades don’t drop 
through the floor, Ill be okay. I'll get accepted somewhere.” He 
sounded distracted. 


Bradley turned on the car stereo and played a CD we both liked. I 
got the idea he didn’t want to talk. We were both quiet for a while 
and then he looked over at me. 


“If I haven’t said it before Kelly, thanks. For all the help with 
English. You saved my average.” His voice was quiet and serious. 


I felt myself blushing and muttered a barely audible, “’s’okay.” 
Pd always been precocious with language and writing. I won my 
first short story contest at the age of 10. I loved words, loved the 
play of meaning and sound when I put them together on paper. To 
see ideas build through sentences and paragraphs until fully 
expressed never failed to fill me with wonder. 
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Brad’s athletic achievements always eclipsed my academic ones, 
but he never let me feel ignored. Brad was really great that way. 
He always gave credit where it was due. He never hogged the 
spotlight, and being the captain of an undefeated swim team, he 
certainly had enough opportunity. I began feeling a pleasant warm 
glow. I discreetly eyed my brother and admired the way his blue T- 
shirt clung to his muscular torso, and the bulge in his jogging 
shorts. I wondered if I’d have the opportunity to suck him off 
again. I licked my lips. I could still taste his semen. 


We parked the car in the garage and headed up to the house. At 
the door, he turned to me and in a bemused voice, asked, “Are you 
wearing my old clothes?” 


“Oh!” I looked down at myself, remembering. “I found them in 
the hall closet. They’re my hiking clothes.” I looked at him. “Do 
you mind?” 


“Nope. But they don’t do anything for you.” 


I felt playful again. “And what should I wear? Daisy Dukes? 
Slutty little skirts?” 


“Not for hiking,” he said seriously, and I realized he was being 
funny. I giggled and punched him on the arm. He can be so ... 
solemn, and he’s only a year and a half older than I am. I never 
know when he’s kidding. 


“But, you know, at other times,” he went on, letting us into the 
house, “you always wear ... well ...” 


“I wear what?” I let him know from my tone he was on 
dangerous ground. 


He was quiet for a bit, as he dropped Mom’s keys in the dish and 
kicked off his sneakers. “Well, it’s just that ... the stuff you wear 
now is all so ... unflattering. I don’t know why you don’t wear 
better stuff.” 


“Define ‘better.’” I said flatly. 


“Stuff that doesn’t hide you away. You’re pretty, okay? It’s like 
you don’t want anyone else to know it.” 


Bradley stunned me with that. 


‘Tm ... pretty?” I thought I was going to laugh, and then I 
thought I might cry. I thought I was the one who was good with 
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words, but Brad had just rendered me incoherent. I could feel my 
face flaming. 


“Of course you’re pretty Kelly. Don’t you know that? You’re as 
pretty as Mom.” 


I gave a choking little sound as emotion filled me. I had the 
horrible thought that he might be kidding again, but then I saw 
from his eyes he wasn’t. I wanted to run to him and hug him for 
being so sweet, for being the best, kindest, handsomest brother a 
girl could want. I also wanted to drop to my knees, yank down his 
pants, and suck him off with all my heart. I wanted to push him to 
his knees and make him suck me, too. 


Then, to my horror, I realized my penis was swelling up with 
eager stiffness at the thought. Consternation and terror choked me. 
Before I could even think, I blurted out, “I hate you,” and turned 
tail and ran to my room. 


That really wasn’t what I wanted to say, but my penis had begun 
to tent out the front of my hand-me-down jeans, and I had run out 
of time. 


I flung myself on my bed and burst into tears. I suppose my 
outburst was really directed at my recalcitrant member, or maybe 
just an explosion of panic and frustration, but now it was too late. I 
thought of his face, which could look so young and cute one 
moment, and then so handsome and mature the next, like Daddy’s, 
and how shocked he looked when I yelled at him. I wept harder. 
For the first time I questioned my decision not to tell anyone about 
my penis. I tearfully wondered if I’d done the right thing by 
keeping it. 


Soon, my emotions quieted down, and I got a grip on myself. I 
took a breath and told myself I was being silly. I resolved to talk to 
Brad and straighten things out. In the morning, though. I was too 
embarrassed to go and face him just then. I hated the fact that P d 
acted like some typical teenage girl and let my feelings run away 
with me. 


I undressed for bed and then realized I had a problem. 


My penis was still bone-hard, and didn’t show any signs of going 
down. It ached pleasantly, and despite the orgasms I had earlier 
that night, was still eager for more. I sighed. I was in absolutely no 
mood to masturbate. 


There was a tapping at my door. 
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“Kelly?” It was Bradley. His voice was hesitant. “Are you 
okay?” 


My heart skipped a beat. “I’m fine Brad,” I said. Then I heard 
him turn the knob. I was naked from the waist down, panties in my 
hand, and my cock protruding massively out front. I panicked. 


“Can I come in?” 


“No! I mean, not yet, I’m uh, not decent yet ...” I dove under the 
covers, and made sure everything was hidden. I rolled on my side 
facing the door. I made a final check to make sure the covers 
cloaked my body in all the appropriate places. “Okay, come on in.” 


He came in, now in his pj’s and navy bathrobe. He seemed a little 
unsure and I didn’t blame him. 


“Bradley,” I said at once, “I didn’t mean what I said. Really. I 
don’t hate you at all. I just got a little ... flustered.” 


He sat down on the bed next to me. He looked right at me with 
that disconcertingly direct look of his that makes me feel naked 
and privileged at the same time. 


“Are you okay, Kelly?” he asked, and there was concern in his 
voice, nothing more. That, more than anything else calmed me 
down; I knew he still loved me. 


“Yes, big brother,” I said with perfect honesty. “T m fine.” 


“I meant it, you know,” he said. “I wasn’t teasing or anything. 
You are pretty.” 


I felt another warm little flutter and my cock throbbed under the 
covers. “It’s, um hard for me, Brad.” 


I didn’t mean to say that. I had to stifle a giggle. God, my 
emotions were bouncing all over the map tonight. I made a real 
effort to talk sensibly. 


“Tt’s just ... ’'m not used to hearing things like that. Thank you. I 
guess in my head ... I’m still that tomboy, you know? All scabbed 
knees and elbows. I should learn to accept compliments a bit more 
gracefully ...” I realized I was babbling and shut up. 


“You'd hear a lot more of them if you’d let Mom take you 
shopping.” 


This was rapidly becoming a familial sore point. Mother always 
wore beautiful clothes, and always looked gorgeous and sexy in 
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them. She’d been hinting I should go with her the next time she 
visited the clothing store. I sighed. As if. 


“Brad ... you’re a great brother. Will you let me do this at my 
own pace?” 


“Okay.” He leaned over to pat my shoulder and I noticed his eyes 
drop. I glanced down. I was wearing what I usually did for bed: a 
boy’s wifebeater undershirt for a nightie and nothing else. I could 
never sleep in a bra, and Bradley’s weight pulled down the covers, 
baring my chest. My boobs were crowded into scoop of the top, all 
piled up and smooshed together by my posture, and my nipples 
protruded through the fabric. Bradley was getting quite a show. 


I looked back up at him and saw him swallow, his eyes wide. 
Delight rushed through me. He really does think I’m pretty, I 
thought. 


Bradley wrenched his eyes away and muttered, “Good-night,” 
and carefully stood up with his back to me. He walked to the door 
slightly hunched over. I really had to fight not to chant out loud, 
“Bradley’s got a boner! Bradley’s got a bo-ner!” 


What I really said was, “Good night Bradley.” Then, all in a rush: 
“T love you.” I blushed seven shades of crimson once it was out, 
but I didn’t regret saying it one bit. 


Brad smiled at me over his shoulder. “I love you too, kiddo. 
Sweet dreams.” He switched off the lights and shut the door gently 
behind himself as he left. 


After that, taking care of my persistent erection was no trouble at 
all. I came in a blissful explosion after two minutes of stroking and 
fantasizing about my big stud of a brother. 


After that night, with a great deal of trepidation, I experimented 
with more flattering tops. Everything I wore on my lower half had 
to be loose and roomy, but I realized there was no reason I 
couldn’t have fun with cute little halters or baby-T’s at the same 
time. I threw out all my potato sack dresses and switched to 
flowing skirts and baggy surfing jams. Feeling very daring, I tried 
out revealing, fitted tops that hugged and emphasized my bosom. 
When I first tried on a crop-top that revealed my tummy, words 
cannot describe the relief I felt when I saw my belly didn’t look 
anywhere near as gross as I’d feared. I timidly considered myself 
in the mirror, and I wondered if this stylish, shapely young woman 
might be me. 
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My family and friends noticed the difference. My parents didn’t 
say anything, but I could read the approval in their eyes. I guess 
they thought I was finally coming out of my shell. Brad couldn’t 
seem to keep his eyes off me. He would gulp and look away when 
I caught him staring. That made me feel great. 


It also made me horny. For most of that June, I led the life of a 
glory hole slut. I would sneak off two or three nights a week to 
play with strangers. Words cannot describe my joy the next time I 
saw Brad’s penis once again ease into my stall. I gave him loving, 
thorough, soulful head and delighted in his groans of pleasure and 
the abundant mouthfuls of sperm he fed me. He sucked me off 
many more times as well, eventually becoming quite a good 
cocksucker in his own right. He never ceased to be amazed by and 
fascinated with my big member. He loved to touch it a lick it and 
suck on it. He would mumble about how he couldn’t believe its 
size and beauty, which was both embarrassing and pleasing. 


My friends were glad to see the new me as well. I became 
comfortable with my new level of exposure and became more 
social and outgoing. Life was good. Then, in late June, something 
absolutely incredible happened. I finally lost my virginity, again. 
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Chapter Three: House Party 


I should explain. It happened at a friend’s house party. 


The party was over at a friend’s house in an upscale 
neighborhood across town. It had a huge tree-lined drive and an 
Olympic swimming pool in the backyard. The house was really a 
mansion, and with Caroline's parents away, it became a huge 
funhouse for drunken teenagers. 


No sooner was I in the house than someone shoved a cup of 
foamy keg beer in my left hand, and a joint in my right. Whew, I 
thought, bemused. This was going to be an interesting night! 


The music was blaring and someone had shoved all the living 
room furniture aside, creating a huge impromptu dance floor. It 
was like the entire school showed up. There were knots of kids 
everywhere, all talking, laughing, and coughing on the eye- 
watering haze of tobacco and marijuana smoke, and the dance 
floor writhed with whirling sweaty bodies. The floor shook. 


I had a great time. After a few coughing fits I finally got the hang 
of smoking pot - the trick was not to inhale directly, but rather to 
drag in a mouthful, hold it, and then carefully breathe it down. I 
found that I disliked beer, but loved rum and cokes, especially ones 
mixed with dark, high-octane Jamaican spiced. I got stupidly drunk 
and stoned for the first time (‘strunk and droned’ in idiot 
teenspeak), met lots of new people and talked and danced my ass 
off all night. When I got the munchies from all the pot I smoked, I 
gobbled way too much pizza along with everyone else. Even when 
I rolfed it all back up into one of the upstairs bathtubs, I felt just 
fine after another joint and was soon back into the swing of things. 
I was giddy with happiness; it felt so good to be young and 
socializing. All of my girlfriends were looking great and so were 
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the boys. Somewhat to my alarm, around midnight I found myself 
tongue-kissing a perfect stranger on a back staircase. It was okay, 
as we were sitting side by side. If we had been belly-to-belly, my 
erection would have been unmistakable. I was so swept up in our 
make-out session I barely noticed how freely his hands were 
roaming. I came up for air to realize he was busily squeezing my 
breasts through my tank top while his other hand was creeping up 
my thigh. I didn’t mind him playing with my boobs (it felt good), 
but even loaded as I was, I certainly wasn't about to let that other 
cat out of the bag, so I firmly disengaged his lower hand and put it 
back in his lap. Miffed, he got up and walked away and I never 
saw him again. It wasn't enough to dampen my spirits, though, so I 
waited for my excitement to subside and then went back and 
partied to the wee hours. 


Eventually, the lights dimmed, the music quieted to mellow chill- 
out tracks and the conversations dispersed into more secluded 
make-out sessions. After I tripped over my third necking couple, 
I decided to call it a night. 


I went around to make my goodbyes to my remaining friends 
(most of whom were too occupied to notice), and then went 
upstairs to retrieve my knapsack. I had stashed it in one of the 
bedrooms, in a huge walk-in closet. A lot of other people had 
tossed their coats and stuff in there, so I had to kneel down and dig 
through a pile of everyone else's junk before finally unearthing my 
own. I turned to find the closet door had almost closed on me. It 
gave me a nasty little scare and I was about to open it when I heard 
the bedroom door open and stealthy footsteps come inside. 
Someone dimmed the lights. 


The closet door hadn’t clicked shut all the way, so there was as a 
narrow strip I could put my eye to. I was still down in a crouch, 
and so I knew I was invisible in that dark closet. I could see clearly 
into the room; it was Susan, a girl I didn't particularly like, along 
with three boys I’d never seen. 


Susan was much more wasted than I was. 


Susan was one of those girls with a reputation. She was sixteen, 
and my friends all jealously referred to her as “that slut.” It was 
sort of justified because she was very promiscuous and acted as if 
she didn’t give a shit who knew it. She always dressed 
provocatively in a Goth-chick style that favored plunging black 
velvet bodice-tops and skirts slit high on the thigh. She certainly 
had the body for it: tall and shapely with an impressive bosom 
(though not as big as mine) and long, well-defined legs. She 
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flaunted herself, strutting around in her high black boots, wearing a 
ton of black eyeliner and lipstick, showing off her sexuality like a 
badge of superiority that set her apart from the rest of us 
unsophisticated dolts. Her hair was dyed jet-black, very long and 
straight, and she liked to toss it. All my friends hated her. 


I found her attitude annoying, especially since her sexual 
adventures probably couldn’t hold a candle to mine. I couldn’t 
really despise her as much as my friends did, though, probably 
because my penis found her look and attitude so agreeable. On 
many occasions at school, I had to duck into the little girls’ room 
to deal with a Susan-induced erection. 


Right now, the four of them were too involved with each other to 
notice the closet door was ajar. 


Susan was so drunk she could barely stand. As she embraced and 
kissed each boy in turn, she sagged into him. The boys were older, 
I think they were seniors, and they didn’t go to our school. They 
had a rough, muscular look. 


“You know what I like,” she slurred, producing a black silk scarf. 


“Damn Sue, you’re such a freak,” one of the boys chuckled as he 
took it from her, looped it over her eyes, and tied it off, 
blindfolding her. She shivered, although not in fear. Then things 
began happening very quickly. Another boy unzipped the back of 
her long black gown and peeled it away from her pale, voluptuous 
body. 


The boys were murmuring their appreciation, which covered my 
own gasp of amazement and admiration. Susan’s body was 
magnificent. She was wearing no underwear, and her skin was 
shockingly white and flawless. Her breasts were big and high and 
firm, as proud as the rest of her, and a dainty silver ring pierced her 
right nipple. She kept her pubis shaved; her tight belly was a pale 
unbroken sweep of porcelain skin all the way down to her vulva. It 
made her look ultra-naked as her dress dropped around her feet. 
The rolling curves of her tummy and hips were mind-boggling and 
I wasn’t surprised to feel myself snapping hugely erect at the sight. 


Oh wow, I thought. 


Blindly, Susan reached out and began groping the crotches of all 
three boys. They crowded around her, kissing her neck and 
shoulders. One of them bent to suck her nipples and she gave a 
happy sigh. Six hands groped her, their tanned and brawny paws 
showing up dramatically against her alabaster flesh. Her head 
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lolled. 
“T can’t get over these tits.” 
“T love her ass.” 


“Oh man, her pussy’s so wet. Look how easy my finger goes in 
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“Let me try. Oh damn, that’s tight ...” 


The boys were crude but sincere in their praise. They tried to act 
cool but they couldn’t keep the awe and excitement out of their 
voices. Their comments clearly excited Susan. As she squeezed 
and stroked each boy in turn, a huge bulge tented their pants in 
response. She sank to her knees and unzipped the boy immediately 
in front of her. A stout eight-inch cock sprang out, and she took 
hold of it. With an eager hum, she leaned forward and took him 
into her mouth. 


His head snapped back. 
“Oh man ... that’s great ...” 


The other boys eagerly dropped their pants and boxers and 
surrounded her in a tight circle. Their cute boy-asses nearly blotted 
her from view. All I could see was the thrusting of her head and 
her long-fingered hands, adorned with silver skull-rings as they 
stroked the buttocks of the boy she was sucking. I could hear 
everything, though. Every slurp, every groan, every eager smack of 
Susan’s lips, every chuckle, and every coarse remark came through 
loud and clear. Briefly, in the gap between elbows, I saw her 
tongue, flickering as fast as a hummingbird’ s wing, slapping a spit- 
glossy rosy cockhead back and forth before her lips pursed and slid 
down. She sucked all of them, greedily stroking and fondling their 
swollen balls, caressing their muscular stomachs and thighs, 
turning in a full circle to feast on each one. As soon as one boy 
began getting near to climax, she would stop and move on. 


Eventually she stopped and ordered them to put her on the bed. 
They complied, one of them picking her up effortlessly and laying 
her down with surprising tenderness. 


“Fuck me. All of you, do it ...” 


I couldn’t believe the lust in her voice. She sounded so powerful, 
and yet so needy. Without hesitation, they were all over her, like 
a pack of wolves on a downed deer. 
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The boys were rough in their impatience. Susan didn’t seem to 
mind at all. No sooner was she flat on her back then a pair of 
strong hands grabbed her legs, lifted, and spread them. A shoving 
match almost broke out over who was to go first before one boy 
knee-walked between her legs and lowered himself on top of her. 
Susan reached down between their legs and guided his penis into 
her. 


They both sighed as he pushed home. Once his penetration was 
complete, he began a vigorous in-and-out thrusting, making the 
bed shake. The two boys on the sidelines watched and 
masturbated, murmuring things to the coupling pair. 


“Give it to her, Dylan.” 
“Fuck her good.” 


Dylan fucked Susan hard and fast, and Susan loved it. Her head 
lolled, and she moaned appreciation and encouragement. He held 
himself upright on rigid, muscular arms, and his face pointed 
toward the ceiling, his face twisting between a smirk and a 
grimace. 


One of the other boys, losing patience, eased between them and 
straddled Susan’s chest. He offered his bloated penis to her lips, 
and she grabbed him by the hips and shoved her mouth forward, 
engulfing him. Her moist, full lips left a shiny trail as they sluiced 
up and down his thick, veiny tool. 


One of Susan’s free hands snaked out and grasped the erect 
member of the remaining boy. Despite being thoroughly wasted, 
Susan managed to multi-task effortlessly, briskly jacking off the 
one boy while sucking off another and working her hips in tandem 
with Dylan’s. It was an incredible sight. 


The sounds were impressive, too. Grunts and sighs, both male 
and female, as well as the slap of flesh on flesh and the wet, 
sucking sounds of Susan’s blowjob filled the room. I wondered 
how thick the walls were up here. 


I was so horny, I couldn’t wait another second. I pulled up my 
skirt, pushed down my panties, and let my aching penis bounce 
free and breathe. I took hold of it and stroked it lightly, not 
wanting to come too fast. I could sense this show was a long way 
from over. 


Susan murmured something, and the quartet disengaged. The one 
getting the blowjob got off of her and lay down. The one getting 
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the handjob got off the bed and squatted by his knapsack, 
rummaging. Susan straddled the boy on his back and eased her 
herself down his pole. They both moaned. 


Dylan knelt beside them and Susan bent low to take him in her 
mouth. The third boy returned to the bed with a pump bottle of 
lube. He knelt behind Susan and poured the clear liquid over his 
large, stiff penis. He stroked it in and made his prick shine. 


Susan took her mouth of Dylan long enough to say clearly, 
“Don’t lube me up. Just shove it in.” 


The boy with the lube obliged and hunkered down behind 
Susan’s ass. He spread his knees to angle himself lower and 
nosed his dick between her cheeks. The angle made it impossible 
for me to see all the juicy details, but I saw his hips move and 
heard a sharp, sighing groan from Susan that signaled his 
penetration. 


This was amazing. I saw his glistening prick disappear into the 
split of her buttocks. He slid all the way in, until his hips molded 
to her cheeks and his ass hid all the juicy details. 


Dylan grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock in her mouth. 
This was the signal for the others to start pumping Susan wildly. 


Her mouth plugged by Dylan’s cock, I could still hear Susan’s 
groans clearly as her smooth white flesh bounced and jiggled with 
the pounding those boys gave her. Three pairs of hands mauled her 
breasts, gripped her hard to hold her quivering body in place for 
the fucking. I could hear the smack of flesh on flesh as the boy 
below and the boy behind slammed her good. 


When she came, she cut loose with a long, wavering cry: “Ooo- 
000-o0o0oh, fuck me-eee-eee...” It broke off into a kind of squeal as 
Dylan shoved his cock back in her mouth. 


“Suck it,” he hissed down at her. ““Ssssuck it ...” 


She obeyed with frantic enthusiasm, pumping her head on his 
post, sucking loudly. His whole body tensed and I could see the 
tattoos on his biceps bulge. Dylan came with a huge gasp and 
Susan moaned in pleasure as she swallowed it down. 


“Get it all,” he moaned. “Every drop!” 


“Mmm-hmmm,” Susan moaned affirmatively, slurping and 
gulping. I couldn’t see her expression through the blindfold and 
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the angle of her head was wrong, but she sounded as blissful as a 
nursing baby. 


“Oh Jesus,” the boy in her ass groaned, his voice high and tight, 
“Jesus ...” 


He pummeled her with short, super-fast thrusts and the muscles 
of his back and buttocks stood out like cut stone. He went deep 
and held it there, shaking. Susan moaned her approval. 


When the boy beneath her came, his hips came up so strongly he 
hoisted Susan into the air. Her breasts bounced, and she came 
again, shaking like she was having a seizure. 


Then the room was silent except for the panting. 


As for me, I was panting right along with them, stroking away. I 
was crazy-excited, knowing my climax would be fantastic after all 
this great eye-candy. I couldn’t believe what a slut Susan was, 
how cool and happy and comfortable she was with an out-of- 
control gang of boys all over her. Then I realized the room was 
so quiet right now, if I came, they would overhear me. 


Aw shit, I groaned silently. It was so hard to let go of my penis, 
but I had no choice; I was too near the point of no return and I 
knew from experience I wouldn’t come quietly. 


I tried to breathe deeply and softly, my hands safely curled into 
fists at my sides, and gradually my racing heart slowed down. My 
cock throbbed and jumped, outraged at this deprivation. 


In the bedroom, the three boys were extricating themselves from 
Susan’s various holes and putting their clothes back on. Susan 
flopped over onto her side, her sides heaving. She didn’t bother 
taking off her blindfold. 


“Sue,” Dylan said, his manner oddly deferential, “if you need a 
ride ... we'll be down by the pool.” 


She dismissed him with a languid wave and the boys left. 


Her breathing grew slower and deeper and it was clear she 
intended to sleep right there. 


Aw shit, I thought again. How am I gonna get out of here? My 
dick was still rigid, and I desperately wanted to take it somewhere 
private. I don’t wanna be stuck in this closet all night. 


I didn’t have much choice. I decided to wait until she was fast 
asleep and then sneak out. 
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So I waited. I wasn’t bored; Susan’s naked body sprawled out 
before me was infinitely watchable. The only drawback was my 
hard-on stayed like steel and it got downright achy and 
uncomfortable after awhile. 


Finally, I decided she must be fast asleep. Trying my hardest to 
be silent, I pushed the closet door open very slowly. Susan didn’t 
move. I tiptoed across the room, which suddenly seemed about ten 
times wider. I paused between steps, keeping an eye on Susan, 
making sure she was still out. Then disaster struck. 


Caroline’s family had a dog, a big shaggy Golden Retriever 
named Mr. Bungle. Pd seen him earlier, flopped out in his 
outdoor doghouse by the pool. Somebody had filled his water 
dish with beer. Whoever slept in this bedroom must have been in 
the habit of playing with Mr. Bungle a lot, because on the next step 
my foot came down on a doggie’s squeaky chew-toy. It squawked 
as loud as a gunshot. 


“What?” Susan’s voice was muzzy. “Mark?” 


She sat up and plucked at her blindfold, clumsy from sleep. I 
panicked. My erection made a big tent in my skirt and she couldn’t 
possibly miss it if she got her blindfold off. I jumped onto the bed 
and grabbed her hands. She struggled — she was much stronger 
than she looked - but my athleticism paid off. I quickly pinned 
her face down with her arms behind her back, sitting on her thighs. 


“Hey!” She exclaimed. 
I was scared shitless. How the fuck am I gonna get out of this? 


“Dylan? Chris?” she asked. I was too scared to answer. “Who the 
fuck is that?” She sounded more irritated than alarmed, and more 
curious than irritated. She squirmed a little under me. 


“Is that your dick?” she asked suddenly, and I belatedly realized 
that my posture had my stone-hard erection pressed against her ass. 


“Damn,” she said appreciatively, “you’re huge.” 


Oh Christ. I closed my eyes and wanted to weep. I might as well 
hand out glossy eight-by-ten nudes of myself in the school 
lunchroom. I was going to get discovered for sure. 


“Who is that?” she asked. I was too scared to answer. We just lay 
there for awhile, and of course, my dick wouldn’t soften an iota. 
Susan squirmed a little more, getting comfortable under me, which 
didn’t help things, but at least she wasn’t struggling anymore. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


“What’s your name?” The bitch actually sounded coy. 


‘T m nobody,” I said roughly, making my voice deep, like when I 
was out glory holing. 


“You sound really young,” she purred. “You have a massive cock 
for a kid.” 


Her calmness infuriated me. Here I was in a panic and this 
beautiful naked slut was teasing me. And I didn’t appreciate being 
called a kid either. 


Then — she deliberately pressed her ass back against me. She 
rolled her hips, grinding her buttocks into my crotch. I stared down 
at those firm, milky cheeks squashing against my pole and had the 
amazingly stupid thought, wow, Susan really is a slut. 


“Well?” Susan asked. There was a world of insolent challenge in 
her voice. Without thinking I let go of her left arm and spanked 
her. The crack of my palm hitting that firm, resilient cheek was 
shockingly loud in that little room. 


Susan gave a deep, whooping gasp. “Oh yeah.” 


Her whole body seemed to soften and sag, as if I’d injected her 
with some powerful muscle-relaxant. 


“Yeah,” She husked again. “That’s it.” Her breathy voice had an 
odd happy note of recognition, like she was seeing a long-lost 
friend. “Do it again.” 


She shook her ass at me, making all that sweet flesh jiggle and 
jounce. She taunted me with it, the bitch, and I couldn’t help but 
slap her again. Then I sort of lost my head and started spanking her 
in earnest, hitting that firm, bouncy ass again and again, until both 
cheeks were bright pink. 


I was kind of stunned at that point, and I didn’t stop her when she 
wiggled forward so she could rise up on all fours. She planted her 
knees wide and as she stuck her butt back at me, in the dim light of 
the room I could see the baby-smooth split of her pussy gleaming 
wet and pink. 


She didn’t remove her blindfold. 


“Well?” she asked again, and this time her snotty voice had a 
dangerous undercurrent of impatience. 


I was beyond thinking. I shoved down my skirt, letting my cock 
jump free, and grabbed hold of her hips. I pressed my apple to her 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


peach and felt her silky, slippery tissues part as I slid inside. 


“God,” Susan hissed in what might have been pain, “that’s ... big 
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Her vagina was soft, tight and hot and, because I was slipping in 
through a slick of someone else’s sperm, very, very juicy. 


They call this sloppy seconds, I thought. Wow. 


I looked down in a daze, watching the veins and contours of my 
penis vanish into Susan. The lips of her cunt stretched like an 
elastic band around my pillar. It felt fantastic, and the gorgeous 
expanse of smooth skin gleaming on the sexy curves of the body 
before me made me crazy. I thrust hard, sinking all the way into 
her, and gloried in Susan’s whimper. 


“Oooff. Go easy, baby, yov’re really big ...” 


My heart singing, I said “No,” and began fucking her just as hard 
as I liked and she deserved. Susan wailed and softened still more, 
melting under me, and became noticeably wetter. 


“Oooh,” she said, with that same tone of welcoming an old 
friend. She shook, and I could feel her vagina clamping me hard. 
She came — I couldn’t believe she could come so fast - and that 
was all it took for me. My long-denied prick swelled up, and my 
mind exploded in ecstasy. I shot off long spurts of hot cream to 
plunder the deepest depths of her womb. I launched liquid 
skyrockets up her cunt until I saw stars in that dark bedroom. 


It was suddenly too hot and sweaty and close in my clothes. 
Making sure I stayed coupled to my new girlfriend, I worked my 
skirt all the way down and pinned it under my shins. Then I 
pulled off my top, so my painfully stiff nipples would no longer 
chafe against the cotton and my breasts could bounce freely. Aside 
from my socks and sneakers, I was just as naked as Susan. I felt a 
rush of naughtiness; I could be a naked slut too! 


My prick stayed hard, as I knew it would. Iran my hands over 
Susan’s body, stroking the fine lines of her back, her thighs, and 
her ass. I reached under her to heft and play with her breasts, and 
tugged gently on the ring in her right nipple. 


She giggled breathlessly. She was still pretty drunk, and I 
thanked my lucky stars for that. “Your hands feel like a girl’s.” 


I ground my cock in a tight circle, making her gasp. “That feel 
like a girl’s?” I tried to make my voice sound deep and menacing. 
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“Oooh, no. Um ... are you gonna keep going?” She sounded a 
little incredulous. 


“Should I?” I asked lazily. With my first orgasm out of the way, 
I was glad to see Pd regained my self-composure. Then it hit me 
like a freight train: I was having sex with a girl for the first time! I 
had lost my girl virginity! 


It was just like when I first had sex with a man, only it was better, 
because there was no wall in the way. I could see and touch my 
partner. I flew high on the same heady rush of accomplishment 
and pleasure. I rolled my hips in wider circles, and Susan 
groaned and pushed back, rotating her ass in counterpoint. 


“Oh yeah ...” she sighed. 


One of the cool things about being a girl with a cock is that you 
really know how to use it on a woman. After hours of using my 
dildos on my own vagina, I knew my way around a pussy pretty 
well. I knew all the little sweet spots to work, and all the different 
ways to thrust and twist to make it feel good. Now that I was more 
in control, I remembered all this, and unleashed my skillz on 
Susan. She was very receptive. 


“Oh God,” she shrieked, and if I was any less elated I might have 
worried about the racket she was making. As it was, I didn’t care 
a bit and just kept working her. Her body felt so good in my 
hands, and my cock felt so good in her cunt. In no time, I had her 
panting and bucking like a thoroughbred. 


“Oh ... ooh! Ah ... oh God ... please ... ooh!” 


She came again. And then again. And then again right on the 
heels of the last one. Her pussy was flowing with juice; she was so 
wet that every time my hips slapped into hers, little droplets went 
flying. I churned her butter good. 


I felt nasty and powerful and euphoric. I gripped her buttocks and 
separated them. The other boy’s cum was still oozing from her 
asshole and I slipped my finger inside. The slippery softness, the 
tightness and oven-like heat of her anus made me shiver. 


As for Susan, she was moaning and mumbling incoherently, 
things like, “best ... best ever.” 


“I don’t give a shit, bitch.” I don’t know why I said that. It just 
came out, but it felt right, and it made Susan moan louder and 
shake like she was feverish. 
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I put another finger inside and stirred her. “Oh god,” she groaned, 
“T love that.” 


“You know what’s next, right, slut?” I asked her. 


“Oh shit,” she quailed. For the first time she sounded genuinely 
frightened. “I ... I don’t know ... you’re so big ...” 


I smiled as I pulled out of her pussy. She was so warm inside that 
the open air of the room felt cool on my penis. 


“Oh don’t,” she whined, but I was past the point of listening to 
her. 


My cock was literally dripping wet with her musky, pungent 
syrup. I centered the head on her anus and pressed gently. Half- 
fearful and half-excited, Susan yelped, “oh no-” as I began my 
gentle penetration. 


Her fears were unfounded. The pink starburst of her asshole 
yielded to me with relaxed ease, softened by her many orgasms 
and lubricated by the previous occupant’s semen. My helmet 
popped inside with no trouble. 


“God,” Susan screamed sharply, and her upper body collapsed 
onto the bedspread. She stretched her arms wide and gripped 
handfuls of comforter with white knuckles. She took deep, harsh 
breaths through her open mouth, with her cheek pressed to the 
duvet. The pink ring of her asshole widened as the fattest part of 
my cock passed through it, and then stayed open as inch after inch 
followed. 


“Aaaah,” I sighed. Perfection. 


Once I was fully seated in Susan’s bowels, I held still for a 
moment, letting her adjust. I knew from my previous experience 
that even men who’d been getting assfucked for years would still 
need time to get used to my big rod. 


It was Susan who began moving first, drawing forward and then 
pushing back in tiny hunches. [let her proceed, fondly stroking 
her cheeks and watching as she gradually took deeper plunges. 
She grunted as it slipped all the way back inside her. 


I curled an arm around her hip and found her clitoris. 


She gave out her now-familiar wavering cry, “oooh-o00-000,” 
and came yet again, her whole body clenching and relaxing in 
waves. 
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That was my cue to start humping her myself, and I totally gave 
myself over to it. I threw away all subtlety and technique and just 
pounded that poor girl’s ass as hard as I could. I wanted to come, 
and I wanted to come now. I buttfucked her fast, deep and nasty; I 
reveled in the gripping heat of her ass. I used her for my own 
pleasure and the funny thing was she seemed to like that best of 
all. 


Susan came twice more before I felt my next orgasm click into 
place. I still get chills thinking about it. It was one of those 
orgasms that you feel building up and up, like some slowly 
approaching tidal wave. 


When it hit, I wailed just like Susan and collapsed on top of her, 
my whole body jerking in delightful spasms. I think I ejaculated 
for at least a full minute; the spurts just kept coming, not 
diminishing in force or volume in the slightest. I felt my sperm 
overflow and squelch between us. Both our thighs were soaked 
with my fluids. 


The satisfaction and bliss that came in its wake was sublime. I 
lay on top of Susan, my nakedness pressed against hers, and 
luxuriated in her softness and beauty and my own luck in 
possessing her. I’m a sexy, naked slut just like her, I thought 
dreamily, and my dick’s up her ass. 


Then Susan blurrily said, “Wha ... what the fuck?” 


What? I almost asked. I realized, too late: my big breasts were 
squished against her back. 


Oh shit. 
“Are ... are those tits? What the fuck ...” 


I grabbed her arms again, pinning her, and levered myself up and 
off of her. My half-soft penis exited her bottom with an obscene 
slurping sound, and I winced because I was still very sensitive. I 
yanked up my skirt. 


“Well, it’s been a slice, honey,” I said in my normal voice as I 
grabbed my top and knapsack and bolted. As I left, Susan was 
sluggishly trying to get up, but she was boneless from all that sex, 
and couldn’t quite get her fingers to co-operate in untying her 
blindfold. 


I was feeling kind of jellied myself, and after getting my top on, I 
nearly fell down twice getting to the side door. As I unlocked my 
bike, I heard raised voices and looked over the hedge to the 
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backyard, where Susan was freaking out at the boys who brought 
her. 


She was beautiful even when she was a mess, I thought. Her 
black eyeliner had run in streaks under that blindfold and her hair 
was wild. Her gown was rumpled and slipping off one shoulder. 
She looked exactly like what she was: a girl who’d been fucked 
eight ways from payday. 


“All Pm asking you Mark, is did you see fucking anyone up there 
after you assholes walked out on me?” 


Her boyfriends all had that deer-in-the-headlights look men get 
around hysterical women. Especially when they don’t have the 
right answers. They were shaking their heads, trying to calm her 
down, but she wasn’t having any of it. 


“Take me home. Right now. Are you hearing me? RIGHT 
FUCKING NOW!” 


I felt a little bad for her. Maybe she thought she had 
hallucinated, or something. She seemed incredibly rattled by the 
whole thing. She was glaring around wildly, I guess trying to 
spot her Mystery Date, and I thought it was about time for me to 
disappear. As I pedaled off, I waved to Caroline, who was sitting 
on the stoop with some of our friends, passing a big fat spliff 
around. 


“Great party, Caroline,” I called. “Thanks for having me.” 
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Chapter Four: Bradley goes Driving 


The glory holes remained a great source of fulfillment for me, as 
after that adventure at Caroline’s I sternly promised myself I 
wasn’t going to make a lifestyle out of trolling house parties for 
drunk girls. 


My sexual infatuation with Bradley grew. I loved the moments 
we had together, anonymous though they were. 


The funny thing was Bradley would always take the car when he 
went out. I always walked or took my bike, so more often than not, 
we would run into each other on the way home. Bradley, 
gentleman that he is, always let me ride home with him. I loved 
those rides. I loved doing it with him, and then being able to have 
these casual little talks in the car afterwards, without Brad 
suspecting a thing. Also, whenever we had sex, a divider 
separated us, but in the car, I could put my hand on his arm as we 
spoke. 


Then one night I went and ruined everything. 


It was such a good night to start with. I had run into Brad at the 
park men’s room, and we had spent an enjoyable twenty minutes 
or so trading blowjobs. Brad had been coming along nicely, 
gradually losing his inhibitions, and I was hoping that I’d be able 
to get him to take the next step. 


That night I got my wish. 


I had Brad’s cock in my hands, stroking him off and fluttering 
my tongue against his tip when, in a very shy voice, he asked if he 
could fuck me. 


Jackpot, I thought. 
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Keeping my voice deep, I chuckled and told him he had to give 
some to get some. I didn’t really think he’d go for it. 


“I don’t know,” he said slowly, “your cock is really big ...” 
My heart thumped. He wasn’t saying no. 


“Let me work on your ass a little,” I said. “If you don’t think you 
can handle it, we won’t.” 


I was thrilled and incredulous when Brad’s pretty, clean-scrubbed 
asshole appeared, framed in the glory hole like some priceless 
work of art. 


Reverently, I knelt down and laid a moist kiss on my brother’s 
anus. I heard him catch his breath. I licked him, drawing wet 
circles over the ridges of his pucker and then probing gently at the 
center. 


“Oh wow,” he moaned. “No one’s ever done that before.” 
“Like it?” I asked in between licks. 
“Tt feels awesome.” 


Gradually, his bung softened and I insinuated my tongue deep up 
his tangy chute. I swirled and probed, and could feel Brad squirm 
in response. He was breathing heavily. I’d come to love the 
intimacy and nastiness of giving rimjobs that summer and I loved 
being able to blow Brad’s mind this way. 


I tongue-fucked him fast and deep for a while, then licked a 
finger and slipped it in. I continued licking around the pursed lips 
of his asshole as I gently slid in and out. 


“Oh God,” he groaned, and his voice was high and tight. 
“You okay over there?” 


“Yeah,” he breathed. “That’s ... oh God I don’t what that’s like 
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“Feel good?” I prompted. 


“It feels great.” Brad gave a shaky little laugh. “I can’t believe 
this.” 


“Oh, yov’ ll believe it, all right.” I chuckled. I did not know 
where I was getting the stuff to sound so cool and in control. Inside 
my head, I was freaking out with glee and excitement. 
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My big brother’s asshole was unbelievably tight and hot. 
Carefully, I insinuated a second finger and slowly pumped his anus 
until it sort of flowered open and relaxed. It stayed snug, but 
softened and became oh-so inviting. I heard him suck in a breath 
when I added a third finger a few minutes later, but he didn’t 
protest, and I kept up the action. His breathing was getting heavier, 
moaning with almost every breath, and I felt he was ready. I 
removed my fingers and stood upright. His asshole stayed open, 
briefly, the wet pink lips soft and lazy. Even so, the head of my 
dick looked immense next to his small opening. I was slippery and 
glistening with my own juice as I pressed the dome of my glans 
against the hot pucker of his anus. It kissed me. 


“Oh man,” he whispered, “That feels massive. I don’t know ...” 


I pressed a little more firmly, and felt his butthole spread a little 
bit. 


“Open up,” I breathed. “Give your ass to me.” 


I pressed gently, insistently. “Relax,” I said. 


‘T m trying,” his voice strained, “I’m ...” 
Then his sphincter gave way and with a tiny wet plup, my big 
globe popped through. 


“Oh,” he cried out, and pain was only a part of it. 


I couldn’t help myself. I shoved in greedily, recklessly, all my 
cool control gone. My cock rushed up his tight chasm like a freight 
train, and his asshole seemed to suck me in like a vacuum cleaner. 


Brad screamed and twisted, but he didn’t pull away. His soft 
inner tissues gripped me so tightly it was mind-boggling. I could 
feel his insides straining against the intrusion and the pleasure it 
gave me was marvelous. Deeper and deeper I went, until my hips 
came to rest against the stall wall and my cock embedded itself all 
the way. Iheld myself there, buried as deep as I could get, and 
the excitement and physical stimulation were too much. I drew 
back slightly and pumped, once, twice, three times and then the 
most massive, explosive orgasm of my life was blowing through 
me. 


Į couldn’t hold it back. What felt like gallons of sperm jetted up 
my brother’s bowels in mind-expanding surges of ecstasy. I 
couldn’t move. I just stood there and shook. 
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“Oh God,” I heard him call out, “Oh God,” and it almost sounded 
like he was weeping. 


I wasn’t saying anything. I was too busy trying to breathe, with 
my chest heaving in deep, whooping gasps. 


I flooded him with my cream; his butthole became all hot and 
soupy. I could feel it overflowing, to the point where torrents must 
have been running down his legs. 


Joyous satisfaction and a sense of accomplishment filled me, as if 
my blood had turned to helium. I felt eight miles high. 


“Don’t stop,” Bradley whimpered. “Please don’t stop fucking 


me.” 

That was the last thing on my mind - my penis hadn’t lost an 
ounce of its rigidity and lust coursed through my veins like high- 
grade nicotine. I pulled back again with a thick squelching sound 
as my piston dredged up cupfuls of sperm from his depths, and 
then gingerly pushed back in again. I winced. My cock was post- 
orgasmically sensitive, and the constriction of his chute was nearly 
too much for me. 


I took slow, careful strokes. My cock gradually got less prickly, 
and the sweet, spongy sloppiness of my brother’s insides became 
my whole world. 


Brad’s moans came loud and constant as I fucked him. I 
thought of how calm and mature he normally was, and felt 
powerful and privileged to experience his total abandon like this. 


I was still giddy, and all tingly in my toes and fingertips, but I 
was finally back from that far-away orgasm place, firmly in the 
here-and-now of my brother’s deflowering. I concentrated on 
stroking him slow and steady, letting the sensations wash over me. 
I was glad I had already cum so that I could draw this out. I 
applied what I'd learned, rotating my hips as I thrust into him, at 
least as much as the glory hole would allow, and gently worked his 
asshole open further. 


Suddenly Brad’s groans got louder, and I could feel his ass 
clamping down on me. It was absolutely delicious, and even 
though I didn’t come with him, hearing him yell out, “I’m 
coming,” and hearing the patter of his seed hitting the tiles filled 
me with a calm exultation. 


I kept screwing him at a slow, even pace, and I felt his body relax 
with his climax. He didn’t pull away, and I didn’t stop. 
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I felt his sexual batteries recharge. His breathing got heavy 
again, and I could hear him stroking his sopping-wet cock. 


Suddenly, my stall was just too hot and I really needed to be 
naked. I yanked off my sweaty, over-large T-shirt and my boobs 
bounded, happy to be free. I squeezed them, and made myself 
hiss with pleasure when I pulled on my super-stiff nipples. 


“Don’t come yet,” I whispered. “The next load is for me. I want 
you to come in my ass.” 


“Oh god,” Brad moaned. “I want to.” 


“Your ass is good,” I kept whispering, “the nicest ass l’ ve ever 
fucked. Do you like having me fuck your ass?” 


“God yes,” he sobbed, “it’s so fucking good.” 

“Will you let me fuck you whenever I like?” 

“Any time. Any time.” 

“Good baby,” I grunted. “That’s what I like to hear.” 


And I did. I grabbed the top of the stall, as I was in the habit of 
doing when I got really worked up, and pressed my bare breasts 
into the blessedly cool metal of the divider. I put my cheek against 
it, too, and pretended it was the back of Bradley’s neck. I began 
thrusting harder, filling the washroom with the loud bam, bam, 
bam of my hips against the stall wall. 


I could feel my next orgasm rise up with swift, unstoppable force. 
I came long, hard, and good. My reservoirs of semen seemed to be 
bottomless. I kept on shooting until even more of my sperm 
slopped out of Brad’s asshole and I could feel it bubbling around 
my buried dick. 


“Oh man that’s nice,” he sighed. 


With that climax, my cock finally softened a bit, but I was still 
feeling very lusty and excited. I slowly pulled my spent cock 
back through the glory hole, out of Bradley’s anus. We 
disengaged with a little pop, and little strings of cum and ass juice 
stretched between my glans and his dilated hole briefly. 


I was panting. I looked down at myself and my breasts, belly 
and arms were waxed with sweat. 


“It’s your turn now,” I told my brother. “Stick your cock through 
the hole.” 
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Bradley obeyed, and his cock reached into my stall. He looked 
almost as big as I did, and he was swollen purple with arousal. I 
took him gently in my hands, and kissed and licked him up and 
down his beautiful length. 


I fished in the back pocket of my jeans for a tube of lube, and 
poured the cool, clear, blueberry-flavored gel all over him. My 
fist moved back and forth, covering every inch of him with that 
good slippery stuff. I loved feeling the hot, sturdy girth of him in 
my hands. I loved to squeeze him and feel the excitement of his 
penis pulse back, so much like my own. [loved the wet sounds of 
my fists pulling back and forth on his soaking-wet boner. And 
then I knew as much as I loved handling Bradley’s penis, I knew I 
would love him inside me even more. 


“TIl do all the work,” I told him. “Just stay still.” 
“Okay,” my big brother said meekly. 


I turned around, bent over, and then very carefully backed up. I 
reached behind me to hold Brad’s cock steady as he slid between 
my cheeks. I lined him up with my asshole and very carefully 
pushed back. 


I closed my eyes. Brad had the biggest dick I’d ever taken 
inside me. My ass was experienced, but it was still a hell of an 
effort to take him that first time. 


I relaxed my bud, and as I pushed back, felt my sphincter dilate 
softly around the boiling-hot head of Bradley’s prick. I had lubed 
him up nicely, but it still hurt a little as he slipped inside, and it 
hurt so good. 


His head was in me, I pushed more, and then the long, fat, 
glorious length of him was sliding easily up my chute. My 
nostrils flared as I hissed a sharp breath through them. 


It was wonderful. My ass cheeks came to rest against the stall 
wall and I could feel the tickle of Brad’s pubic hair through the 
glory hole. My gorgeous, sexy brother was buried in me, stuffed 
as deeply as the stalls would allow. JI almost wept with joy. 


I reached forward and braced both hands against the far wall of 
the stall. In this odd, bent-double posture, I rocked forward onto 
the balls of my feet and then used my hands for leverage to push 
back. 


I loved the friction of Brad’s big cock easing in and out of my 
rectum. As soon as I was certain I had fully accepted this 
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enormous penetration, I began pumping back and forth with great 
vigor. 


Oh God, it was great. Sweat was flying off me, and my breasts 
were swinging so hard they kept hitting me in the neck and chin. 
I grabbed one, lifted it, and tilted my head down to suck my own 
nipple. Sweet sexual rapture flooded me like a drug. I could 
hear Brad crying out in helpless ecstasy and as I felt his cock begin 
pulsing and firing my ass full of his warm, soothing sperm, my 
happiness was complete. 


I pushed back and held him there, as deeply as I could get him. 
I squeezed Brad with my rectal muscles, making him groan loudly 
through his climax. I could feel his sperm fill me and seep out 
around his cylinder. Fresh cum splattered that well-stained men’s 
room floor. I massaged him thoroughly, and reveled in his grunts 
and groans; after all the pleasure he gave me, I was delighted to 
please him in the same way. I was also amazed at his potency - 
after shooting almost as big a load as I had, he stayed hard. 


My arms were starting to hurt so I took my hands off the far wall 
and supported myself with my hands on my knees. I panted, 
caught my breath, and noticed my cock was back up again. 


“Okay,” I said, “now it’s your turn, big guy. Fuck me.” 


Bradley didn’t say anything. He just went to it. He began 
shunting that big dick back and forth in my slurpy back door like 
he hadn’t had an orgasm in months. 


He did me with hard, manly strokes, and I just melted. Now it 
was my turn to babble helplessly. I reminded myself of that slut 
Susan. 


“Oh yeah, fuck me hard, do it ...” I wasn’t bothering to disguise 
my voice anymore but Brad was too preoccupied to notice. 


I sucked my nipples again, switching from breast to breast, using 
my other hand to beat off. I never saw the pitfall that was 
approaching until it was too late. 


It’s truly amazing how quickly one’s life can change. I had the 
sudden, unquenchable urge to feel Brad in my cunt. I wanted him 
to fuck my pussy, fully lose my only remaining virginity, and be a 
woman. I just wasn’t thinking. 


I pulled forward off of him and straightened. My back protested 
after being hunched over for so long, but I didn’t care. I poured 
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more lube over Brad’s penis and stroked him briskly to clean him 
off. 


“What ...?” 
“Change of plan, honey,” I said feverishly. 


“What? Your voice ...” He hadn’t noticed before but now with 
his dick in my hand, I had his full attention. I was too engrossed 
to stop. 


I turned and bent over again, only this time, I targeted my 
sopping wet vulva. I shoved back, and Brad penetrated my flowing 
vagina like a hot knife into butter. 


I winced. As juicy as I was, Brad slipped in very quickly, but I 
had never taken a man up my pussy before. I had used dildos on 
myself, so I no longer had a hymen to worry about (man did that 
ever hurt!) but my vagina was still very tight and inexperienced. 
The pain of Brad stretching out my tender young cunny was worse 
than when he fucked my ass. 


“Oh god,” yelled Bradley. “That’s ... a woman ...” 


Bradley’s stunned tone and his choice of words gave me a giggle 
fit at the most inappropriate time imaginable. At the same 
moment, my vagina relented and I slid all the way down, accepting 
Bradley into my most intimate place. 


I sighed in relief and pleasure. I had now completely lost all my 
virginities; I had fucked both men and women, and been fucked by 
a man in my ass and now, my vagina. I felt complete, and glowed 
with triumph. 


As for Bradley, I guess he couldn’t help himself. He began 
thrusting, fucking me properly again. God alone knows what he 
was thinking, but it seemed he wasn’t going to stop, bless him. 
Having been balls-deep in some good, tight teenaged pussy myself 
(I don’t have balls, but you know what I mean), I understood his 
decision to go with the flow. 


Having Brad’s hot, living penis in my vagina was such a new and 
wonderful experience that I completely lost it. I didn’t even think 
about the consequences, the fact that I wasn’t on the pill and 
Bradley wasn’t wearing a condom. In retrospect, seeing how 
carried away I got, it’s easy to understand why there are so many 
pregnant teens walking around. 


I didn’t get pregnant, but what did happen was worse. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


I was humping back, having a great time, when I felt myself 
closing in on yet another great orgasm. I was babbling a lot of 
fuck me, fuck me stuff. 


I could feel my cunt start juicing and clamping around Bradley’ 
penis and my toes began curling. 


‘T m coming,” I gasped, “I’m coming! Oh god, Brad, fuck me!” 
This time, unfortunately, Brad heard me just fine. 


Suddenly, cruelly, Brad’s penis was wrenched out of my pussy, 
and the sudden vacuum made my breath whoosh out like P’ d been 
gut-punched. I cried out; the abrupt cessation of pleasure hurt. I 
staggered, then turned to see Brad staring down at me. He had 
stood up on the toilet tank and was looking at me like Kilroy over 
the stall wall, his face going livid and ghostly pale in turns. 


There I was: bare-breasted, pants down, and cock out. 


Brad’s face was a study in incredulity. His eyes met mine, 
rolled over my body down to my penis, and then looked back into 
my eyes. His mouth was wide open, but no sounds were coming 
out. 


My climax was like a freight train; there was just no stopping it. 
My fist hadn’t stopped stroking despite the shock, and a huge jet of 
sperm suddenly arced up and splattered the divider just below one 
of Bradley’s fingers. My vagina ached and quivered around its 
emptiness, wanting Brad’s cock back. 


“Brad,” I gurgled, “why did you stop fucking me?” 


My cock spurted again, and then Bradley exploded out of his stall 
like a panicked racehorse. 


I had my first lucid thought: 
Oh shit. 


I fumbled with the lock on the stall, hearing Bradley’s running 
footsteps pounding on the concrete outside. I got the damn door 
open and kind of bunny-hopped out the door with my pants still 
around my knees and my still-spurting cock flailing. I was still 
topless and my damn breasts bounced everywhere. 
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“Brad,” I screamed after him. “Brad! Wait! I ... I can explain 


In retrospect, the plain absurdity of that statement seems 
laughable. At the time, I was too distraught to notice. 
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Bradley didn’t even look back. He dove into the front seat of 
the car and screamed off, leaving two parallel black brushstrokes 
of burnt rubber on the road. 


I was devastated. Horror, shame, and a bunch of emotions I 
couldn’t name raged through me. More than anything else, 
though, I felt the agony of my ejaculate backing up. I dropped to 
my knees with a moan, grabbed my cock with both hands, and 
stroked off the last of what should have been an incredible orgasm. 
I know it sounds terrible, but I just couldn’t stop coming, and I 
knew I wouldn’t be able to think clearly until I had taken care of it. 


I squeezed out the last of my cum and stood up on shaky legs. I 
yanked up my pants, buttoned them, and went back into the 
washroom for my shirt. I thanked what few lucky stars I had left 
no one was hanging around outside. 


I’ve been luckier than I deserved, I thought bitterly. Coming back 
to myself, I couldn’t believe how stupid I d been. 


I stared at my reflection in the mirror, twisting my T-shirt in my 
hands: a petite, pretty, sweaty redhead with very big boobs and 
solemn green eyes, biting her lip. 


I should take my pants off and walk home naked. Let the whole 
world see. What does it matter now? Brad knows and he hates me. 


Then a man walked in. My brain just stopped. I didn’t 
recognize him. He stopped short at the sight of me and his jaw 
dropped. I just looked back at him. He stared at my breasts. 
His expression reminded me of Bradley. 


I don’t know if the world slowed down, or if my brain speeded 
up, but that moment seemed to stretch on forever. He walked up 
right now, I kept thinking stupidly. Instead of walking up fifteen 
minutes ago when I was deep into it with Brad, or two minutes ago 
when I was outside jerking off for all the world to see. Now he 
walks in. 


There was a long, awkward silence. 
“This is the men’s room,” he eventually managed to say. 
“Oh, fuck off,” I said. 


Then I put my T-shirt on and left him there standing with his 
mouth still open. 
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I was in no hurry to get home. I honestly didn’t want to face 
what was waiting for me there. I took my time and wandered for a 
bit. At some point, my cell phone began chirping, and I turned it 
off. I was beyond caring. 


When I got home though, things were really bad. 


The driveway was empty, and there was a note and a twenty- 
dollar bill taped to the front door. 


Kelly, 


Bradley was in a car accident. It’s bad. Your father and I are 
over at RFK Memorial. Use this money for a taxi. You weren’t in 
your room, honey, where are you? 


Mom 


At first, the meaning didn’t register. That can’t be, my brain 
waffled, stalling, trying to hold off the unpleasant realization. 7 
was just with him. Then my stomach flopped, and I thought I was 
going to be sick. My mouth was dry as dust and the dread was a 
living, pulsing thing in me. During my long, mooning walk home 
there’d been adequate time for any number of awful things to 
happen, of course. Looking at the note, the shaky, erratic 
handwriting was almost as frightening as the message. Mom’s 
penmanship was always so elegant and precise. Her anxiety 
about me and her terror about Brad were loud and clear in those 
spiky scribbles 


I called a cab, and my brain wouldn’t stop thinking bad thoughts 
while I waited. 


He ran to his car ... he was all freaked out. Because of me. He 
drove off like a crazy person, probably wasn’t even looking where 
he was going ... because of me ... 


I couldn’t stop gnawing my knuckles all the way to the hospital. I 
threw the twenty at the driver and raced to the Emergency 
entrance. My stomach was in knots. The worst part was that I 
didn’t know if Bradley was alive or dead. I couldn’t stop 
picturing worst-case scenarios. I was a breath away from going 
totally to pieces. 


The bright lights, noise, and people of the hospital Emergency 
Room was totally disorienting after the dark quiet night that 
preceded it. It shocked me back to my senses a little. 
Everywhere I looked there were blood-soaked people wrapped in 
white gauze. It was surreal. There were whole families sitting 
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patiently on godawful waiting room furniture reading issues of 
People magazine from 1985. There was a nonstop clatter of 
gurneys and orderlies and nurses yelling back and forth. Then I 
heard my mother’s voice through the din. 


“Kelly? Kelly!” 


My Mom and Dad emerged a side corridor. I ran to them, 
weeping already, and Mom swept me into her embrace. Dad 
hugged us both. 


“God honey, where were you?” Mom had clearly been crying and 
was trying not to lose it again. “I thought you might have been 
with Bradley when he ...” 


“Tm sorry,” I wept. “I’m so sorry.” I got your son killed. 


“Well thank God you’re here,” Mom sighed. “Now both of our 
children are okay.” 


I blinked. “What?” 


Dad said, “Bradley’s going to be alright. That’s the most 
important thing. The doctors say it’ ll take at least a month or two 
for the bones to mend, but he’s stable and resting.” 


I couldn’t understand what my father was saying at first. Then 
relief, sweet relief rushed through me like a warm tidal wave. 


“He was hurt pretty badly,” my mother said. “He’s going to need 
our help while he recuperates. Both his legs and arms are broken.” 


I winced, and snuffled back more tears. “Poor Bradley.” 


Yeah, poor Bradley. He’ll live, but no thanks to you. You really 
screwed up this time, Kelly. 


“Can I see him?” I could feel my lower lip trembling again. 


“I don’t see why not,” said Dad. He tiredly ran a hand through 
his hair. He had brown hair like Bradley, only with little brushes 
of grey at his temples. “He’s pretty loaded up on painkillers, but he 
was awake when we left him. Come on.” 


They had Bradley laid up in a full body cast. He was hooked up 
to an IV stand. The doctors had what looked like bungee cords 
securing him to some kind of steel frame above the bed. He was 
sporting a big black eye, but otherwise his handsome face was 
untouched. 
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His eyes were blank and unfocussed. A sense of unreality 
washed over me. I had sex with Bradley less than three hours 
ago. I couldn’t reconcile this strange new crippled Bradley with 
the old one. It seemed like too little time had passed for such a 
monstrous change. 


Then Brad looked at me. His eyes sharpened, his lips tightened, 
and his head turned away from me. 


“Mom ... Dad,” he croaked. “I don’t want her in here.” 
“What?” Mother was astonished. 

“Get her out of here.” 

“Now just a minute ...” Dad began. 

“Its okay,” I said quickly. “I'll be outside.” 


I went outside and collapsed against the side of the hospital. I 
went to pieces. I wept, shrieked, and beat the ground. Then I 
just sagged and cried harder than I had ever cried before in my life, 
even when Grandpa died. 


That was the worst night of my life. 
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Chapter Five: TLC 


And if all of that weren’t bad enough, the next week my mother 
walked in on me and caught me with my dick out. 


“Honey,” she said in a stunned voice, “Where in the world did 
you get that?” 


“I don’t know Momma,” I said, so embarrassed and guilty I could 
die, “It just sort of happened.” 


My dick and I weren’t on good speaking terms just then. Not 
after what happened to Bradley. I had never felt bad about my 
penis until that long July. 


The worst part of getting caught by my mother was that I still had 
some partial morning wood going. I stood in front of my mother 
with a droopy, but still enormous cock swaying. 


Given how bad I was feeling, and the fact that Mom was standing 
right there, my prick should have shriveled up, but as usual, it was 
oblivious to my comfort or convenience. It bobbed cheerily away 
as my mother stared at it. 


Even as she gaped, I could see her putting it all together. Mom 
was just too damn smart. 


“So that’s why ...” she made a vague all-encompassing gesture, 
by which I supposed she meant all my entire lifestyle, my oddity 
and seclusion. 


Great. That’s just great, I was thinking sourly. 


“Yes,” I said shortly, and decisively stepped into my long skirt. 
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“Baby,” she said faintly, “how long?” 


“I don’t know,” I shrugged, pulling my skirt up around my hips 
and smoothing the front. “I’ve never measured it.” 


I was being flip, but it was the truth. Measuring it seemed like 
such a silly, insecure guy thing todo. Lord knows I would have 
been perfectly happy with a tiny little penis that was easy to hide. 
Once, after thoroughly besperming one of my porno mags, I let my 
cock flop into the crease of the glossy pages, and the big pink bulb 
overshot the magazine’s spine by a good two inches. And that 
was in its soft, post-orgasm state. It was as broad as my wrist, 
too, and even wider at the roots where it sprang from my pubis. I 
still had to marvel at it, sometimes. That was as close as I ever 
came to getting out the measuring tape. 


Mom cleared her throat. “I meant, how long have you had it?” 
There was no point in keeping secrets now. 
“Since just before I turned twelve.” 


I felt a vague sense of resentment that my secret was now public 
property. I also felt a pang, knowing that chapter of my life was 
over. And at the same time, there was something definitely 
liberating about finally telling someone the truth. I felt a weight I 
wasn’t aware I was carrying vanish. 


Mom was having serious problems. She shook her head as if 
she was trying to clear it, and asked, “Have you been to see a 
doctor about it?” 


“There’s nothing wrong with me, Mom.” I kept my voice level. 
‘T ve got something other girls don’t have. Big whoop. Pm not 
sick; I don’t need a doctor.” 


“But,” Mom looked a little wild, “Honey, girls just don’t grow 
penises!” 


I shrugged. I’d already been through this reality crisis. “I did.” 


The simple truth was clearly the wrong tack. My mother looked 
like she didn’t know whether to faint or yell or have hysterics. I 
began to feel a little bad for her. I knew she cared about me; I 
was her daughter, after all. 


“Tm okay, Mom. Really. I know it’s strange. But please believe 
me: I’m fine.” 


Looking at her, I felt a little uncertain. “Are you okay?” 
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“Am I okay?” Mom seemed stunned. “Baby, you have a problem 
there.” 


“No Mom,” I said with perfect certainty, “I don’t have a problem. 
I have a penis. It’s the world that has a problem with me having 
one.” 

I checked the time. I had a shift coming up at the ice cream 
store. 


“I gotta go to work, Mom. Pll see you later.” I kissed her on 
the cheek and left her there, too freaked out to stop me. 


Life at home during the weeks before Bradley came out of 
Hospital was just plain strange. Mom had this distant, weirded- 
out look, and after a couple of days, Dad did too. I guess she 
spilled the beans. They were so damn careful around me, it drove 
me nuts. Not knowing what they were going to do, or if they 
were going to do anything at all, made me very edgy. I tried to be 
out of the house as much as possible. My boss was the only 
person who seemed happy to see me. The summer rush was in, he 
was always short-handed, and I was only too happy to work extra 
hours. 


They took Bradley out of the body cast after two weeks, and a 
week after that, they let him come home. He had casts on both legs 
up to mid-thigh and on both forearms. His arm casts covered his 
hands to the first knuckle. 


Life more or less normalized once Bradley came home. We had 
to move all of his stuff down into the first floor guest room 
because he was confined to a wheelchair and the stairs were too 
much for him. 


He could use the bathroom on his own, but he needed help for 
anything beyond that. Also, according to the doctor’s orders, he 
had to stay in bed as much as possible and not put any stress on his 
legs. 


After the scene in the hospital, Brad refused to talk to me and I 
did my best to stay out of his way. It was for the best since seeing 
him in his casts made me want to cry, and brought on dreadful 
pangs of guilt. As usual, our parents picked up on all the tension 
in the house, but every time they asked either of us what was 
wrong, we were typical monosyllabic teenagers. I’m sure it 
concerned them. I suppose that’s partly why Mom walked in on 
me. 
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With Bradley out of commission, my household chores doubled. 
I didn’t really mind, except for mowing the lawn, which was noisy, 
sweaty work. Our parents refused to get a mower with a side- 
catcher, so I had to rake up the clippings afterward and stuff them 
into compost bags. 


Then, one weekend when I was raking up near Bradley’s 
window, an odd revelation occurred. 


I had just about sweated through my track pants and tank top, and 
had mopped my brow with my soaked bandanna for the dozenth 
time when I heard voices from his room. 


First, it was Bradley. 


“Mom! I’m sorry ... I... 


“No, honey, it’s okay, really. You just surprised me.” Mom 
sounded a little breathless and startled. 


“I was sleeping ... I... 


“Sweetie, don’t even. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. I’m not 
upset.” 


“Okay.” He sounded really miserable and my heart went out to 
him. It sounds strange when you live under the same roof with 
someone, but I really missed my brother. We hadn’t spoken since 
that night and he just stared at his plate at mealtimes. 


“I can’t help it. Itjust...” 


“Bradley, I met your father when he was younger than you. I 
know about teenage boys. Don’t worry about it.” 


They didn’t speak for a while and I heard Mom moving around 
Brad’s room, tidying things up. I stood still, listening. 


After a while, I heard Mom chuckle softly. 
“It’s not going down, is it?” 
Bradley laughed self-consciously. 


“Tt takes a long time. I can’t really ... with these casts.” He 
sounded really embarrassed. 


My ears were twitching. I felt guilty for eavesdropping, but I 
couldn’t help myself. I had a pretty good idea what was going on. 
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“Poor baby.” She sounded both amused and sympathetic. “Try 
to cheer up.” 


There was a long silence, broken only Mom’s cleaning sounds. 
Then it was quiet again. I was about to walk away and continue 
raking, when I heard: 


“I can’t believe it.” It was Mom, sounding bemused. “It’s still 
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up. 


“Yeah,” said Brad. “My hands ... I can’t ... you know, grip. I 
haven’t been able to ... you know ...” 


“Choke the chicken?” Mom prompted gently. 


“Yeah.” Brad sounded like he might die of embarrassment. “It’s 
been ...” he sighed. “I don’t know, too long.” 


I heard the squeak of bedsprings and could almost see Mom 
sitting down beside Brad on his bed. She would always sit down 
facing you, her legs together and angling off the bed, usually 
crossed fetchingly at the knee. 


“Does it hurt?” asked Mom quietly. 
“Yeah,” Brad answered, equally quietly. 


There was a brief silence, then a sudden sound of movement, a 
rustle of bed sheets. 


“Mom!” squawked Brad. “What -” 


“Hush, Bradley,” she said as if he were distracting her from a 
novel. “Just lie still.” 


There were more sounds of movement. A quiet rhythmic 
squeaking of bedsprings. 


“Mom?” asked Brad. His voice was low. 
“Relax honey. Does that feel nice?” 
“Yeah,” he breathed. 


My face was flaming red, and my nipples were like spear points 
through my tank top. My erection made a huge tent in the front of 
my baggy track pants. 


“Where do you keep the baby oil?” Mother asked Bradley. 


“Bedside table,” he answered, his voice strained. 
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There were more sounds of movement and the whoosh of an 
opening drawer. 


Then the squeaks of bedsprings resumed, along with a faint moist 
schlupping sound. 


Brad gave a long, low, unmistakable moan of sexual pleasure. 
“Ts that better?” Mom’s voice was loving and solicitous. 
“Oh yeah,” Brad sounded faint. 


“Enjoy it, baby,” Mom said softly. “Just let your body do what it 
needs to do.” 


“Oh God,” Brad said, and then the squeaking and wet noises 
went on for a while. I delved a hand into my pants and began 
masturbating, slowly and carefully. I definitely didn’t want to 
come before this odd little audio-voyeuristic thrill had run its 
course. 


“Mom,” Brad said suddenly, mounting tension in his voice. 


“I know honey, I can feel it,’ she crooned. “Just let it go.” The 
wet sounds came faster and the squeaking bedsprings picked up in 
tempo. 


“Oh,” Bradley gasped, his voice strangely light and vulnerable, 
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Brad grunted sharply, and then let out a long groan. I 
recognized that groan. There were several wet splatting sounds, 
and Mom was murmuring, “Yes, yes, good boy. Good boy.” 


Eventually there was silence, and then the sounds of tissues and 
wiping. Brad’s breathing returned to normal. Mom giggled, 
sounding very young. 


“Do you feel better now?” 


Brad gave a weak chuckle. “Never better.” He laughed again, 
sounding happier than he had ina month. “If I wasn’t laid up ’'d 
say I felt great.” 


“That was ... impressive,” Mom remarked. “Do you always 
have so much?” 


“Pretty much,” he admitted. He sounded sleepy. “I think I can 
finish my nap now.” 
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“TIl wake you in time for dinner.” I heard Mom get up. 
“Mom,” said Brad, “I’m ... sorry.” 


“You have nothing to feel bad about, Bradley,” she said firmly. 
“If you ever need this kind of help again, you just let me know.” 


“Okay,” he said. There was a pause. 


“Thank you Mom,” Brad said, and it sounded heartfelt down to 
his toes. “I love you.” 


“I love you too, dear. And you’re very welcome.” I heard her kiss 
him. “Please try to get some rest.” 


I heard her leave and then, unable to contain myself, I walked 
bowlegged to the garage to squirt a tremendous load all over the 
oil-stained floor. I couldn’t trust myself to do it quietly, so I had 
to move away from Bradley’s window. Good thing too, as, true to 
form, I let out a loud moan when I came. 


All that week, my mind whirled with what I'd learned. I 
couldn’t believe Mom had given Brad a handjob! 


One afternoon when Mom was home and Dad was still at work, I 
noticed Brad and Mom talking quietly in the kitchen. Mom came 
to me a few minutes later and asked me to run to the store for some 
things. She seemed a little distracted and couldn’t quite meet my 
eyes while she spoke to me. I nodded, accepted her long list of 
items, smiled, and said “Sure!” 


Behind my cheerful facade, my adrenaline began to pump. I 
knew what she was up to. 


I walked outside and to the end of the block. Then I turned right 
back around and ducked into the alley than ran behind all of the 
lots on our side of the street. I scrambled over our back fence and 
snuck toward the house, moving ina crouch. I kept the pool’s 
cabana and the deck chairs between Brad’s window and myself. 
When I got to the back of the house, I inched along until I was 
directly underneath my brother’s window again. 


“Wow, mom,” Bradley was saying. “You look fantastic.” 


Mom gave a pleased laugh. “Thank you. Your father always 
buys me lingerie on his birthday. He says it’s because he’s the 
one who benefits, but I like them too. I have a whole dresser full 
of things like this.” There was a swish of fabric. “Do you like how 
it laces up the back?” 
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“Oh yeah, I like it.” 


“How about the front? Do you think it scoops too deeply? When 
I lean forward?” 


“Oh no ... not at all.” Brad swallowed. “You're beautiful, Mom.” 


I was fascinated, and already erect. I was also a little jealous. It 
had been a while since Brad had paid such nice compliments to 
me. 


Mom laughed again. 


“I thought you'd like it, after all the times you tried to see my 
breasts when you were younger.” 


“T didn’t think I was that obvious,” Brad chuckled, and mom 
laughed again. 


“It was very flattering. Well, now’s your chance, get a good 
look.” 


I heard more movement, and my fevered brain imagined my 
mother shimmying and shaking her big boobs at Bradley like some 
stripclub dancer. My cock throbbed painfully. 


“Oh my,” Mom said, with an excited little tremor in her playful 
tone, “it looks like your problem has come up again.” 


“Yeah, well this one’s your fault, Mom,” Brad said. I could hear 
the smile in his voice. 


“Well then,” she answered, “I guess it’s up to me to take care of 
it.” 

I heard Brad’s sheets being pulled down, and the creak of springs 
as Mom joined him in bed. 


When Mom spoke next her voice was a low croon. “My boy has 
become so big. So big and beautiful.” 


There was a wet kissing sound, and Brad gasped. The tiny hairs 
on the nape of my neck stood up. 


“Mmmm,” Mom moaned, her voice muffled, and then the moist 
sucking sounds began. 


“Oh god Mom,” groaned Brad. “Oh god ... that’s ... oh, so 
good!” 
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No ... way my brain screamed. My cock was so engorged I 
thought it might split its skin as I listened to those unmistakable 
rhythmic slurping sounds. Every now and again Brad would sigh 
and moan a little and Mom would mumble something encouraging 
around her mouthful. I heard her come up for air long enough to 
ask Bradley if he would like her to lick his balls, too. Brad 
groaned something affirmative, and I tingled all over at the wet 
lapping sounds that followed. I wished I had balls too, so Mom 
could lick them as well. 


After a few minutes of that, Bradley began pleading with Mom to 
suck his cock again. She evidently obliged him very quickly, 
because the heavy sucking sounds resumed immediately, faster and 
more demanding than before. 


Brad kept moaning, “Oh yeah, oh yeah,” as the juicy sounds of 
Mom’s blowjob came louder and faster. 


“Oh God,” he grunted, “I’m gonna ... Mom, I’m gonna ... oh —” 


Bradley cried out, and Mom began swallowing loudly, gurgling 
in pleasure and approval. I erupted in my pants, hard and long, 
without so much as breathing on myself, and I shoved my hand in 
my mouth to stifle my own gasps and groans. 


“Oh wow,” Brad said faintly. Mom was still slurping and 
gulping. “Wow, Mom. That was great.” 


‘Tm glad you liked it, honey.” Mom’s voice was thick. “Would 
you do something for Mommy now?” 


“Anything, Mom.” 


“You’re such a good boy.” I could hear click of Mom’s heels on 
Brad’s hardwood floor as she stood up. Then I heard Mom 
stripping off the little teddy or nigthtie or whatever skimpy thing 
she was wearing. 


“God Mom,” Brad’s voice was dazed with admiration, “your 
body’s fabulous.” 


I was so jealous and turned on, I felt feverish. Mom’s body was 
great, trim, shapely, and very big-breasted. I’d wanted to see her 
naked myself for a while, and Bradley got to have her naked and 
up close in his room. 


“Thank you, Bradley,” Mom’s voice was warm and loving, and 
at the same time, decidedly sultry. 
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I heard her mount the bed again. More movement. “Don’t get up 
sweetie. Just lie back and relax. Let me... Ill sort of ... 
straddle your shoulders. There.” 


“Okay. Oh wow, Mom, that’s beautiful.” He sighed. Mom’s 
posture muffled Bradley’s voice a little bit, but I could still hear 
him. 


“Do you like it?” 


“No Mom, I hate it,” Brad chuckled. “Of course I like it. That’s 
the most beautiful thing in the world.” He sounded dreamy and 
worshipful. I didn’t blame him. 


“Let me spread it for you ... oooh!” 
“Like that, Mom?” 
“Oh don’t stop, baby ... lick it again ... aaaah ....” 


My ears strained to pick up the soft licking and smooching 
sounds. My hard on hadn’t gone down a bit after that first gusher, 
and listening to Brad eat out Mom had me throbbing so hard, it 
was like that first involuntary orgasm never happened. 


“Put your tongue inside ... please, baby ... oh god ...” 


It was very sexy hearing Mom moan and carry on. Judging by 
the noises he coaxed out of her, Bradley was as good at eating 
pussy as he was at sucking cock. Mom was always very vocal 
when she and Dad were in bed together and growing up, we 
always heard the most outrageous shit coming through their 
bedroom wall. 


“Oh god Brad,” Mom panted, “lick it right there ... oh god yes, 
right there!” 


Brad made all these happy Mmmm-hmmm sounds as he munched 
away. Mom’s moans began rising in pitch and intensity and I 
could tell she was going to come soon. Way to go Brad, I thought 
giddily. I felt an absurd surge of sisterly pride. My bro knew how 
to eat some great pussy! 


Mom’s voice got all quivery, and I could tell she was starting to 
come when she grunted, “Suck it ... suck Mommy’s pussy ...” 


She gave a little shriek and the bed shook. 
“Oh,” she cried out, “oh, oh, ohhhh ...” 
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I loved it when Mom came. I wanted to eat her pussy myself, 
and have her beautiful, loving body thrash into an orgasm / gave 
her. I wanted to taste those same juices Brad was clearly enjoying 
now. Then I'd fuck her, too. 


I wanted to fuck my mother. The thought suddenly occurred to 
me in all its plainness. I knew I should feel this was wrong or sick 
or something, but all I felt was excitement. My Mom was a very 
beautiful, sexual woman who clearly had no problem expressing 
her love sexually, even with her own son. Instinctively, I knew 
that if I was laid up in there and unable to come, Mom would help 
me out in the same way, without hesitation. The fact that I was a 
girl would make no difference; I knew from conversations I’d 
overheard that Mom had sex with women back in college, when 
she was in a sorority. I knew she had nothing but fond memories 
of going down on other women. 


“Oh baby,” Mom was moaning, “sweet baby.” 


The licking and sucking noises from Bradley’s room went on for 
along time. Eventually Mom dismounted. 


“Woo-hoo!” she laughed. “My legs are like rubber!” She 
sounded all giggly and post-orgasmic. She kissed him, and this 
was no motherly kiss either. They smooched and made out for 
over a full minute. 


“Td better get dressed and cleaned up,” Mom whispered after a 
while. “Kelly should be back soon.” 


“Okay.” Brad couldn’t hide the disappointment in his voice. “I 
really like seeing you naked, Mom.” He sighed as Mom dressed. 
“Damn Kelly.” 


That sent a spike of hurt right into my heart, puncturing all my 
good sexual feelings like a balloon. 


“What’s the matter with you two?” She asked. Suddenly she was 
all Mother again. “The pair of you have been circling each other 
like a couple of angry dogs since the accident.” 


“You'd have to ask her about that.” Brad’s voice said the matter 
was closed. 
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“All right. But you two are going to have to make up eventually. 
She kissed him again, on the cheek this time. “Please Bradley, 
make an effort, for me, okay?” 


Brad muttered something. 
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Mom sighed, and then kissed him again. “P1 call when supper’s 
ready.” 


That was my cue to bolt. 


My feelings were hurt, but that made no difference to my penis. 
In the wake of that little disclosure, I retired to the shed to beat my 
cock raw. 


I floated around on a cloud of feverish imaginings, emerging only 
to masturbate, eat, and work. I could barely get through my shifts 
at the ice cream store. It wouldn’t have been so bad except that my 
boss put me on late shifts, and I was too tired to hit the glory holes 
when I got home. This had been going on practically since Brad’s 
accident, so I was really frustrated. I snapped at one of my co- 
workers, an awkward Swedish girl who was really quite sweet, and 
she burst into tears. I spent the rest of the shift making it up to her 
but I still felt like a heel. 


One interesting aside about Irmgard (yes that was her name, poor 
girl), one day I saw her picked up after work by a very attractive 
couple in their late 20’s or early 30’s, her parents, I guess, but they 
seemed very young for that. I recognized the man from my glory 
hole adventures; he had a big, handsome dick. I couldn’t seem to 
get sex off my mind. 


The revelations continued. The next week I had planned to go 
out with some friends from the ice cream shop. I came home, had 
dinner, and then bade my family a breezy farewell as I headed out. 


“TIl be back before midnight, bye!” 


The evening turned out to be a total bust. When I got to 
Sherry’s house, her family was having a huge crisis. Her mother 
had just gone into hospital with an appendicitis attack and the 
whole family was freaking out. My friends and I spent three 
quarters of an hour telling Sherry, Sherry’s dad, grandmother, two 
baby sisters and aunt that everything would be alright (and it was — 
Mrs. Walker pulled through like a champ), and by then we were all 
too frazzled to go out. 


I wound up hanging out at the library for an hour, until they 
closed, and then came home. Par-tay. 


Mom’s car was gone, so I guessed she had some emergency to 
deal with as well. I shook my head. The whole world was going 
nuts. I came in quietly, using the side door, took off my shoes and 
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padded silently up to my room. That is, I intended to, but the 
noises from the guest room stopped me. 


I heard Bradley sigh. It was the kind of sigh that made my ears 
prick up, and my prick too. I stood very still, and listened hard. 


I could hear my brother breathing deeply and other faint wet 
sounds. I recognized them with a rush and my mood swung right 
around from being tired and surly to energized and horny. 


I could hear those telltale slippery handjob sounds again, and 
from the creak of weight shifting of the bed, Bradley wasn’t doing 
it himself. 


I listened spellbound to those familiar sounds; the rhythmic 
complaint of the bedsprings and Bradley’s deep breathing. I 
heard a low murmuring, but I couldn’t decipher who was speaking 
or saying what. 


I heard Bradley say, “Oh yeah, oh yeah ...” and then the wet 
noises speeded up. Bradley gave a loud gasp, and then grunted 
through the splatter and plop of shooting semen that followed. 


Bradley’s breathing decelerated, and I could hear the smile in his 
voice as he panted, “wow, that was great Dad. Thanks a million.” 


My astonishment knew no bounds when I heard my father 
answer, “No problem, Brad. Just like those camping trips we used 
to take, huh?” 


Brad gave a boyish laugh. “Great memories.” 


“We’ll go out again, son, once you’re all healed up. Like I said, 
anytime your mother’s not available, just call me.” 


“Will do, Dad. And thanks again.” 


I barely remembered to disappear. My father almost caught me 
there, eavesdropping with my jaw swinging around my kneecaps. 
I rushed downstairs, my bare feet silent on the carpets, and skulked 
around in the basement for an hour, before loudly announcing my 
‘entrance’ to the whole house. 


Needless to say, after that revelation I masturbated to a fantastic 
orgasm, but it still wasn’t enough. It made me jealous that 
Bradley, as an invalid, was getting more action than I was as a 
fully ambulatory person in good health. I decided to rectify that, 
and salvage my Friday. 
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I took a sensual bubble bath and put on my hiking clothes. Mom 
still hadn’t come back by the time I was done, and I suppose I 
should have felt more concerned about that than I was, but I was 
just too excited. 


I waited until around midnight and then snuck out my window. 
I didn’t bother with a bra. It was a cool night, and my nipples 
were tight and excited. I was feeling so horny and alive. I was 
anticipating a hot, slurpy good time at my old haunt. It would be 
nice to have a dick up my ass again. I hadn’t swallowed anyone’s 
cum but my own for ages. I missed the taste and feel of someone 
else’s cock, the nice feeling of making someone else feel good. 


I headed out to the park, but when I got there, to my dismay, 
yellow police tape sealed up the entrance to the washroom. Oh, 
crap. 


There were no cars parked anywhere, so I knew the place was 
deserted. I approached cautiously and ducked under the DO NOT 
CROSS ribbon to look inside. The place was freshly scrubbed, 
even all the graffiti was gone. Pd never seen it so clean. I felt a 
pang at that, as I had left a giddy J love to suck cock!!! in my 
favorite stall after a particularly delirious night out. Now it was 
all gone, and I felt like someone had tried to erase my memories. 


I sighed again, and concluded that there was nothing for me here. 
I didn’t even feel like beating off in the stall for old times’ sake. 


I went out and was promptly blinded by a pair of car headlights. 
Shit, I gibbered to myself, the cops ... but I haven’t done anything 


It wasn’t a squad car. I saw movement behind the light as 
someone got out of the car, and then heard: 


“Kelly, get in the car.” 


It was Mom. 
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Chapter Six: Things Uncovered 


Mom was tight-lipped as she drove me to Hilltop Point in the 
park. It overlooked the skyline and was a popular make-out spot. 
The view was spectacular; the cityscape spread out before us like a 
forest of over-amped Christmas trees. As Mom parked, I 
wondered if she and Dad had ever parked here years ago when 
they were dating. 


She killed the ignition and turned to me. She’d thrown on her 
gardening clothes to tail me: an old blue T-shirt and faded jeans. 
Her breasts bumped the steering wheel as she turned. Her nipples 
stuck through, so I guessed she wasn’t wearing a bra, like me. 
Mom was beautiful, even when dressed down and angry. And I 
could tell she was royally pissed off just then. 


“Alright, Kelly, we’re going to have this out. And we’re not 
going home until we do.” 


“Have what out?” I said it more snottily than I intended. 


“I want to know,” she said slowly and dangerously, “why you’ ve 
been sneaking out at night. And what’s going on between you 
and Brad.” 


All my jealousy toward Bradley kind of welled up in me and 
before I could think better of it, I snapped, “Nothing’s going on 
between me and Brad! Coming from you, that’s rich.” 


Mom just looked at me. “That’s not what I meant, and you know 
it.” She didn’t sound the least bit defensive. “What were you doing 
at that park washroom?” 


“T was taking a walk, and I had to go, okay?” 
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“To the Men’s room?” 


I hated hearing the scorn in her voice, and worse than that, the 
underlying anger and disappointment. I’m such a terrible liar, and 
Mom knows it. I just sat there, staring down at my hands. I 
couldn’t think of a thing, and I hated not being truthful with her. 


Then — there just didn’t seem to be any point to keeping things 
from her anymore. Brad hated me, all my glory hole friends were 
gone, and I didn’t know what else to do. 


“All right,” My voice was quiet. I took a deep breath and let it 
out slowly. 


“I... have sex there. With men. They don’t know I'ma girl.” 


“Oh Christ.” Mom closed her eyes, and then she was quiet for a 
while. Soon, she took a deep, calming breath and looked at me. 


“The glory holes?” 


I looked at her. Mom always amazed me. Where did she get 
so streetwise? 


“Yes.” 


“God, baby,” Mom let a breath through her nose. “Don’t you 
know that’s dangerous? How long have you been doing this?” 


“Months now. Since April.” 
“Jesus.” She was quiet for a bit. 


“Did any of those men ever give you drugs? Poppers, Amyl 
Nitrates, anything?” 


“No, never ... I don’t think they do drugs. They just go to have 
sex. A lot of them ... they have families, wives ... they can’t go to 
gay bars and stuff. That’s all.” 


“Okay.” Mom looked a little disgusted, and it made me a little 
angry. I didn’t like her judging my men like that. 


She shook her head as if to clear it. “Tell me about your brother.” 
“I met him there.” 


“Bradley?” Mom sounded more shocked at that than at my 
admission about having anonymous bathroom sex with strange 
men. 
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“Cheryl’s been at camp all summer.” I shrugged. “I guess he got 
frustrated. It’s not like he’s dating someone else.” 


Mom gave me a sharp look. I felt a nasty, smug little glow at 
having cracked her composure. Her golden boy wasn’t perfect 
after all. 


“What happened?” 


“Brad and I did it.” I felt another rotten spark at her response to 
that. I hoped she was jealous and I hated myself for hoping that. 


“I didn’t know who he was at first. Then I recognized his voice. 
He never knew it was me. Until ...” 


I swallowed. This was painful to remember, and more painful 
still to retell. Mom spared me the trouble. She put it together. 


“Until the night of the accident.” 
I nodded, miserable at the memory. 


“Yeah,” I said. “I forgot to disguise my voice. He looked over 
the wall and saw me.” I gave a bitter little smile. “Cock and all.” 


I could feel my voice catching. I didn’t want to cry, dammit, but 
I could feel the storm gathering in my throat. 


“What happened then?” 


“Brad freaked out. I don’t blame him. I tried to stop him, reason 
with him, but ...” I shrugged miserably. “He drove off like a 
maniac. Then I came home and saw the note...” 


Suddenly it was upon me and I burst into tears. 


“Tt was all my fault! Brad got hurt so bad, he could have died, 
and it was because of me, because I had to keep my stupid secret!” 


I sat there and bawled like a baby. Then my mother took me in 
her arms and hugged me. I buried my face in her shoulder and 
wept. All the antagonism between us disappeared, leaving 
nothing but love behind. God, she’s wonderful. 


“I love him s-so much, and I nearly got him k-killed!” My chest 
kept hitching so it came out all herky-jerky. 


“It’s not your fault baby,” Mom stroked my hair, spoke 
soothingly. “You weren’t driving, you didn’t crash the car. It’s 
not your fault.” 
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“I made him upset. I...” 


“Kelly, listen to me.” Mom took me by the shoulders and held us 
apart so she could look me in the eye. 


“There was nothing wrong with Bradley’s driving that night. He 
swerved to avoid a drunken motorcyclist and lost control of the 
car. That’s why he crashed. It had nothing to do with you.” 


I was totally struck dumb. Nobody spoke about that night in our 
household. I’d always assumed that Brad crashed himself because 
of the psychological right hook Id thrown him. 


I was silent for almost a full minute, and then, perversely, the 
first thing I felt was surge of resentment. 


“Why didn’t anyone tell me this? F ve been walking around for a 
month thinking ...” 


Mom gave me a loving, exasperated look. “Well if you’d 
bothered to talk to your brother, I’m sure he would have. Or your 
father and I, for that matter.” 


I suddenly felt very silly and very stupid. 


My mother smiled at me and fished some tissues out of her purse. 
I wiped my eyes and blew my nose. I felt a little better. I felt a lot 
better when Mom impulsively reached out and hugged me again. 
She patted and rubbed my back, and then started the car after I 
settled back on the passenger side. 


Mom pulled away from Hilltop Point and headed down into the 
city. 


“Your father and I are going off on our anniversary trip this 
weekend,” She said conversationally. 


I'd forgotten about that. They did this every year, going off for 
a weekend by themselves. Usually Brad or I would have a huge 
party during their absence, but I doubted we would this year. 


“While we’re gone, you'll have to look after Bradley. You'll 
find that less difficult if you two are talking again.” 


She glanced over at me. “Please, honey, okay? Tell me you’ ll 
bury the hatchet.” 


“TI try.” And I found I wanted to. 
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“And another thing ...” Mom hesitated. “I want you to promise 
me that you’ll never go back to those places again. No more 
skulking around in public toilets.” 


“Mom!” I burst out. This was truly dismaying. I could never 
break my word to my mother, and Mom knew it. 


“Promise me.” 


“This is unfair, Mom.” I said. I could feel myself pouting and my 
lower lip trembled. “You don’t know what you’re asking me to 
give up.” 


“Promise me baby.” She was inexorable. “I could never sleep at 
night if I thought you were out there doing God-knows-what.” 


“I promise,” I whispered, and I could feel that part of my life end 
like a tomb door closing. Silent tears ran down my cheeks. 


I watched the streetlights pass. Mom passed me some more 
tissues. We weren’t heading home yet. I guessed we weren’t 
done talking. I felt emotionally exhausted and I hoped she didn’t 
have any more ultimatums up her sleeve. 


“You and Brad were always so affectionate with each other.” 
Mom almost seemed to be talking to herself. “Such beautiful 
children. Your father and I knew you two might start fooling 
around once you were old enough. We had decided we weren’t 
going to be hypocrites about it — your father lost his virginity to his 
older sister when he was your age.” 


“Aunt Miranda?” I was startled. She was so frumpy. 
“She was wilder in her teens. And a lot thinner.” 


“Wow.” The thought of it distracted me for a while, but then my 
own life came back. 


“What am I gonna do, Mom?” 
She gave me a surprised look. 
“Stay in school, go to university and get a good job, I hope.” 


“You know what I mean,” I snapped irritably. “About my ... my 
... why was it so hard to say? “My cock. How am I gonna ... you 
know, have a life? Those men at the park were the only ones who 
accepted me.” 
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Mom started, and looked at me. Her eyes were very big and I 
was startled to see she was suddenly on the verge of tears. 


“How could you - that’s not true, honey! Please, never think 
that!” She seemed genuinely upset. “7 accept you. Your whole 
family does. Red hair, green eyes, big penis and all.” 


“Brad doesn’t.” I hated how ungrateful and sullen I sounded. 


“Bradley will come around. Talk to him, baby, give him time. 
I’ve got a good feeling.” 


We drove around for a bit longer. Driving was something Mom 
always seemed to find therapeutic. Dad always deferred to her on 
long family trips. It was a beautiful summer night, too, and the 
deserted downtown district, with all those office buildings standing 
tall and dark, was somehow mysterious, like an old haunted house 
ride at the fair. The mood broke as we passed an old X-rated 
movie theatre with posters outside advertising a gay take-off of 
The Ten Commandments, and I giggled at the title: Go Down 
Moses. I felt better. 


“You’re not the only one, you know.” Mom said it so abruptly 
that I started. 


“What?” 
“You’re not the only girl in our family to have a penis.” 
That struck me like lightning. “What?” 


“It’s true,” she affirmed. “Your father and I checked over some 
family records. Discreetly,” she added, seeing my alarmed look, 
“and we found out your Great Aunt Olivia was the same.” 


I didn’t know what to say. Then a hundred different questions 
flooded my brain. 


“What was she like? Did you ever meet her?” 


“All the time, when I was a little girl. She was at all the family 
Christmases and Thanksgivings. I remember my grandmother’ s 
sister as this very sweet old lady. I never understood why 
everyone would get so upset when I asked why she never got 
married, like Grandma. She never seemed to mind though. She 
died when I was your age.” 


Mom pursed her lips. She gave up cigarettes years ago, but I 
could tell she wanted one now. 
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“I was visiting your grandmother tonight. She told me 
everything. The doctors never could explain Olivia’s condition, 
and my family wasn’t about to let one of our own become a 
medical oddity. So that was that. They all accepted it, told the 
doctors goodbye, and got on with their lives.” 


Mom looked over at me and her eyes were bright and very deep. 


“Do you understand what I’m telling you here, Kelly? They 
didn’t shut her out, and we’re not going to shut you out. It’s not a 
disease, and it will not prevent you from living a long, happy life. 
It’s a mystery that crops up in our family every few generations. 
That’s all.” 


I got the feeling she was reassuring herself as much as me, but I 
was still stunned. So many shocks had come tonight I was started 
to feel a little light-headed. The fact that my penis was not a 
condition unique to me, that it was something known and 
understood, was staggering. J was not alone. 


“My mother told me that Olivia’s condition was apparent from 
birth. When you came out normal, she assumed the ... legacy had 
skipped another generation, so she never told me about her. As you 
can imagine,” she went on grimly, “my mother and I had some 
words about that.” 


I felt bad, thinking about Mom and Grandma fighting about me. 
Ordinarily they got along so well, and loved each other so much. 
Then something else occurred to me. 


“Grandma knows about me?” I thought about how secretive Pd 
been, the lengths I’d gone to keep my problem private. Now 
everyone knew. 


“She’s not telling anyone Kelly.” Mom’s voice was soft and 
reassuring. “Our family keeps its secrets. We look after our own.” 


I could believe that. Especially since Grandma kept the truth 
about Olivia from her own daughter. [had to accept that my 
secret was safe. My life was changing, though. Before, my life 
had pretty much been defined by The Secret, and now that The 
Secret was spreading, becoming family business, I couldn’t begin 
to guess how much my life might change. 


Mom had driven through the downtown core in a broad circle and 
we were back in the park again. The overhanging boughs turned 
the road into a long cool tunnel. 
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“Honey,” Mom said with a new, diffident note in her voice, “Can 
we talk about it? Your penis?” 
I shrugged. “I guess.” 
“What’s it like?” Her eyes were bright and curious. 


“You mean, having it?” she nodded. I was a little taken aback, 
but thought, what the hell. 


“It’s nice,” I answered honestly. “Hell, it’s more than nice, it’s 
great! I love it. I mean,” I thought for a second. ““There’s some 
parts about it that aren’t so great, you know? Like having to hide it 
all the time. I get really paranoid, like, is this skirt too tight? And 
like that. The sneaky stuff I have to do. But yeah, overall, it’s 
great.” 


“Tt, um ...” Mom licked her lips. “Works, yes?” 

I laughed. “Yeah it works, Mom. It works a little too well.” 
Mom laughed with me, but she sounded a little nervous. 
“It um ... ejaculates and everything?” 


“Of course.” I found myself grinning, and I didn’t know why. 
“Big time. Like I said, it works.” 


“And ... you feel the need to do that often?” 
“Oh yeah. At least a couple times a day.” 


“T take it — that’s why you started sneaking out at night like 
that?” 


“Yeah. Ijust get so ... horny sometimes. It aches if I don’t do 
something about it. Plus ...” I trailed off. This was the first time 
Pd ever spoken to anyone this openly about it. It was hard to put 
into words. 


Mom parked us at Hilltop Point again. She twisted off the 
ignition and faced me. “Yes?” 


At first, the words eluded me, but then, suddenly, they were 
there, as they always were for me, and as usual, it was so simple. 


“T was lonely.” 


Mom looked at me with consternation, exasperation and a bunch 
of other emotions I couldn’t name. I’m pretty sure one of them 
was love. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


“Kelly,” she said, “don’t you know you never have to be lonely 
when you have family?” 


I snorted. I couldn’t help it. “It’s not the same, Mom.” 


“Yes it is,” she insisted. “I know you’re aware of what your 
father and I have been doing for Bradley since his accident. Do 
you think we wouldn’t help you out in the same way? To keep 
you safe?” 


That floored me. “What?” All of a sudden, my mind flooded with 
all the sexy stuff I’d overheard in Bradley’s room the last few 
weeks: the soft, intimate words, the sucking and licking sounds, 
the moans, and the grunts of release. My pulse quickened with the 
implications of what Mom just said. My penis began to inflate and 
I was barely aware that my mother was still talking. 


Oh, wow. 


“I wish you’d told me about this earlier, baby,” she was saying. 
“That’s what really upsets me about all of this. Your father too. 
The fact that you didn’t trust us enough to ... come forward.” 


There was a catch in my mother’s voice. I squirmed 
uncomfortably, hoping that my baggy pants provided enough 
cover. 


‘Tm sorry Mom. Ido trust you.” I shook my head and tried to 
focus on what I was saying. It was hard. Concentrating, I mean. 
My cock was too. 


“I meant to tell you at first. Honestly! But then I didn’t, and I 
kept putting it off, and ... after awhile I just got used to keeping it 
a secret. And then ...” I shrugged helplessly. It was hard to think 
clearly when all the blood was rushing somewhere else. I suddenly 
understood why teenage boys frequently looked so slack-jawed 
and vacuous: their brains were oxygen-starved. 


“T got to like having asecret. It was something of my own, 
something cool that no one else could touch. Keeping a secret like 
that, even from my own family ...” 


I paused, and then found the words again. 
“Tt was exciting.” 


I carefully watched my mother’s reaction. She looked out at the 
electric vista of streetlights and neon through the windscreen, 
biting her lower lip. Then she turned to me and smiled. She put 
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her hand on mine where it rested on the seat between us. The 
contact sent warmth shooting through me. 


“Okay, Kelly. I’m not angry with you. But no more secrets, 
okay?” 


“Okay,” I said. “I’m pregnant.” 
“What?” 
“Just kidding.” I held up my hands and smiled at her. 


Mom stared at me, popeyed and slack-jawed for a few more 
seconds and then she began to laugh. Still laughing, she shook 
her head, and gasped, “Oh you are so dead, missy,” and I laughed 
with her. Our laughter grew and gathered momentum until we 
were both howling fit to pee ourselves. We rocked in our seats 
and clutched our heaving bellies as tears rolled down our cheeks. It 
was a perfect release. 


Minutes later, as we were wiping our cheeks with more of Mom’s 
tissues, with the odd giggly aftershock rippling through us, Mom 
dropped a bombshell on me. 


“So,” she said, chuckling as she dabbed at her eyes, “can I see 
it?” 


I gave another whoop of laughter. “What?” I though I might have 
another laughing fit. “Here? Now?” 


“Sure. Why not?” 


I looked around. Hilltop point was completely deserted and no 
one else would be showing up this late. “Mom,” I said, “we’re in 
public.” 


She raised an eyebrow. “And the men’s room isn’t?” 
For some reason I felt shy. 

“Why the sudden interest?” I parried. 

She looked down, appearing oddly demure. 


“Fair enough. You’ve been honest with me. The truth is ever 
since I walked in on you that morning, I can’t get it out of my 
head. If you think I should mind my own business, fine. But 
Kelly, I am just so very curious. Please honey? As a favor?” 
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I rubbed my hot face with the heels of my hands, wiping away 
my tears of laughter. 


“This is so embarrassing,” I complained. I glanced around to 
make sure we were alone. “But okay, for you.” 


I unbuttoned my pants and pulled down the zipper. Moonlight 
slanted in the passenger side window and my pubic hair gleamed 
in it like spun copper. I stuck my thumbs under the waistband, 
lifted my hips, and pushed my pants down past my knees. My 
cock, enormous and thickly veined, sprang up and waved at her. It 
had softened a little during our laughing fit, but it still stood big 
and upright. The tip thrust saucily through the peel of my foreskin, 
and glistened. Mom gasped. 


“Wow, baby, I had no idea it could get that big.” 


“I didn’t either,” I said wryly, and Mom giggled like a girl my 
age. 


“Can I touch it?” she asked. I looked at her. I now recognized her 
earlier nervousness for what it was — excitement. Mom was 
unquestionably excited now; her eyes gleamed and her nipples 
were two large insistent points through her T-shirt. I saw her 
tongue pass over her lips again, and my penis gave an abrupt jerk 
as it bloated up to its maximum girth and stiffness. Unhh. 


“Sure,” I said. 
My mother’s palm was warm and sweaty as she took hold of me. 


“Wow,” she said again. She sounded dazed. “You’re way bigger 
than Grant — I mean your father.” 


She felt it up and down, and slid a questioning finger over my 
clitoris at its base. I shivered at the zap of sexual pleasure. 


“No balls,” she said wonderingly. 


“I hope you don’t mean that figuratively,” I quipped, and Mom 
nearly had another giggle fit. Her hand felt really good. She 
squeezed me, and shook her head in amazement at the answering 
throb. Her mouth hung open. It was odd how our roles had 
switched. All of a sudden, I was the calm one (well, relatively 
calm, anyway), and Mom was the nervous novice. 


“Can I see yours?” I asked coyly. 


“You want me to take my pants off?” 
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“Well, your shirt first.” 


She looked into my eyes. I don’t know what she saw there, but 
she let go of my dick and pulled off her T-shirt without a word. 
Her breasts lifted up as her shirt passed over them, then fell back 
into place with an enticing shake. My eyes widened. 


I always knew my mother was buxom, and seeing her in a bikini 
around the pool was always mesmerizing. She looked like she 
had melons stuffed into her top. Up close and naked, mom’s 
breasts looked even bigger. Their size, roundness, and softness 
made your fingers itch to touch them. Her areolas were wide, a 
deep pink color and her nipples were broad, and long; they 
reminded me of my thumbs when I was a baby, and I wanted to 
suck them just as bad. I felt a surge of excitement and a painful 
twinge in my loins. My vagina was hot and flowing, and my cock 
distended to the bursting point. 


Removing her top had tousled her lustrous auburn hair 
somewhat, and in a distracted gesture I’d seen a thousand times 
before, Mom shook her hair out and ran her hands through it. Her 
movements made her breasts jiggle again, and I nearly came on the 
spot. 


I took a breath and controlled myself. 
“Wow, Mom, you’re beautiful.” 
She smiled at me. “Thank you baby, so are you.” 


I smiled back, leaned over, and took her right nipple into my 
mouth. I sucked, and at the same time filled my hands with 
Mom’s boobs. I gave a greedy squeeze. She gave a great 
whooping gasp and lifted her hands as if she didn’t know whether 
to hug me or push me away. I didn’t care. The sweetness and 
softness of her made me giddy. My fingers sank into the smooth 
abundance of her bosom and I moaned as her nipple swelled up in 
my mouth. I sucked it hard and pulled with my teeth. My thumb 
and forefinger found her other nipple, and I squeezed it like a 


grape. 


Mom made a sound that started out as a squawk of alarm, but 
then drew out into a long, sexual groan. I had roused her. With my 
head practically in her lap as it was, I could smell her excitement, a 
deeply personal scent not unlike my own: ocean, earth-musk, heat, 
and sweetness. I closed my eyes and breathed it in deeply. 


Her arms encircled me. She ran her fingers through my hair. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


I switched nipples and kept groping her. I couldn’t get enough 
of her luscious tits. 


Then I felt her hands tugging at my shirt, trying to get it off. All 
of a sudden, I was wearing too many damn clothes and my body 
chafed to be free. 


I was wearing one of Brad’s old lumberjack shirts and a big T- 
shirt underneath. I sat up and yanked down the flannel and then, 
as soon as my arms were clear, Mom grabbed the hem of the T and 
ripped it off over my head. 


My breasts jumped and jiggled just like Mom’s had. My 
excitement had already swollen my nipples up good and tight, and 
the crisp night air made them jut still further. With the exception 
of my pink tube socks and my first communion chain, I was totally 
naked. 


Mom sucked in a breath. “Ooh sweetie, they’re so gorgeous.” 
She passed a tentative hand over my chest, and looked a question 
into my eyes. I smiled and nodded my permission, and then sighed 
as her hands began caressing, squeezing, hefting, testing. The sight 
of those delicate, feminine hands with her beautifully lacquered 
nails fondling me made me a little crazy. 


Mom seemed kind of stunned, so I knew I'd have to take the 
initiative. I took hold of her other hand and placed it back on my 
cock. I began moving it up and down. 


“Suck my nipples, Mom,” I whispered, and she bent to do just 
that. 


She sucked my nipples just the way I like it — hard, with lots of 
nipping, tugging teeth. I liked it when my nipples looked red and 
irritated afterward. My head lolled on the backrest and I moaned 
loudly. She jacked my cock with a strong, even stroke. 


I glanced down. Mom’s eyes were closed, and her cheeks were 
hollowed with the strength of her suction, as if she were trying to 
draw milk from me, as I had once from her. Her full lips pressed 
into the softness of my breast. She was so lovely. I bent my 
head and kissed her cheek. 


“You’re gonna make me come, Mom,” I told her softly. “You’re 
gonna make me come so good.” 


Her eyes opened, and crinkled up into mine. She smiled around 
my nipple and gave an especially sharp pull. I shuddered, and her 
smile widened. 
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She lifted her head from my chest and her face hovered in front 
of mine, making her breasts pillow against my mine. Her face 
was a flushed study in lust; her eyes were lidded, her mouth was 
slack, and her lips looked moist and swollen, almost bruised. I 
never dreamed someone’s mouth could be so sexually exciting, but 
just the sight of hers, all wet and inviting, was doing incredible 
things to me. 


I had to taste that mouth. I kissed her, thrusting my tongue in 
her mouth, and an electric shock passed between us. She kissed 
me back, hard and demanding, and once again I was aware of my 
mother’s desire, separate from my own and equally strong. I was 
aware of her body, taller and heavier than mine, pressing up 
against me. I was a little frightened for a moment, and then the fear 
became part of my own soaring arousal. 


I thought what a hot sight it must be, two women parked at the 
make-up spot, necking passionately in the front seat of the family 
sedan. I groaned and put my arms around her, leaned into her. 
She was so warm and soft and smooth. Then Mom’s hands were 
pushing at my shoulders. 


“Sit back baby.” 


I obeyed, and settled back into the seat. I couldn’t stop 
squirming. My whole body was hot and unsettled. 


Mom’s big blue eyes stared back into my green ones. “I’m 
going to make you feel really good, baby. Is that okay?” Her 
mouth shone from kisses and her tongue slowly circled it. I 
understood her intent and all I could do was moan. Mom gave me 
one last peck on the lips and then dipped her head to take my cock 
in her mouth. 


Oh god. 


Those full, wet lips slid down my post and took it to heaven. 
She sucked, and I don’t know where I got the willpower not to 
come on the spot. 


Mom gave fantastic head. She eased her tongue under my 
foreskin and swiveled it around the circumference of my crown. 
It stroked my underside without mercy and I cried out. 


I watched that beautiful head of gold-red hair move up and down 
in my lap and all I could do was quiver. The moonlight gleamed 
on the arch of her naked back. Her long hair tickled my belly and 
my thighs. One of her hands gripped my post around its roots and 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


slowly jerked up and down while the other gently stroked my 
clitoris. I kept blinking because my eyes kept falling out of focus; 
it felt like they were crossing from the pleasure. 


Then her head went down, and kept going down. She removed 
her hand from around the base of my penis, and to my amazement, 
I felt my cock enter her throat. The widely stretched circle of her 
lips nestled down into my little red bush. 


I couldn’t believe she had taken me all the way. Very few of the 
men I’d been with could manage that. She groaned with effort 
and pleasure as my back arched and hips twitched involuntarily. 


She pulled back up very slowly, sucking gently; she knew I was 
on the razor’s edge and she wanted to prolong it. I stroked her 
back, and ran my fingers through that fine red hair. I couldn’t 
stop moaning. She sank down again, a long agonizing plunge into 
paradise and then drew back up, taking her time. She knew she 
could trigger me at will, as wound up as I was. 


Then, as she went down all the way again, her tongue slipped out 
and licked my clitoris. My incandescent little button doubled in 
size and that, plus the feel of my cock in her throat, took me over 
the edge. 


My fingers gripped her hair, my thighs quaked, and I screamed 
out, “I’m gonna come, Mom! I’m gonna ...” 


Mom’s suction kicked into high gear, becoming hard and urgent, 
and a finger pierced my vagina to rub my G-spot. Oooh! 


I shrieked with joy as my jism erupted. I came so hard I nearly 
passed out. Mom gurgled, gagged, and gulped on the fountain of 
sperm I shot off into her mouth. 


I couldn’t believe how proficient she was — she didn’t miss a 
drop. I writhed in bliss as Mom swallowed everything that came 
out of my cock. She sucked diligently, making my orgasm as 
long and pleasurable as possible. When the tight seal of her lips 
finally popped off my spit-shined penis, I was rubbery and tingly 
all over, and Mom’s G-spot rubbing hand and forearm were soaked 
with my vaginal juices; my bunny had really let go a gusher when I 
came. I was gasping for breath. 


With my fists curled in her hair, I dragged her face up to mine 
and kissed her. Her lips looked even more bruised and bee-stung 
now, and I devoured them greedily. My tongue plundered her 
mouth, and I tasted my cum. Our tongues tangled, slopping my 
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semen over each other, and when our lips parted, strings of saliva 
and sperm briefly connected them. 


“I want ... to do you too,” I panted. 
“Alright,” she whispered. “Let me get in the back seat.” 


Mom got out the driver’s side door. With her back to me, 
standing right there in the middle of the parking lot, she 
unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down, panties and all. She 
was wearing her strappy raised-heel sandals, and when she stepped 
out of her pants, that’s all she had on. They really plumped the 
curves in her calves and thighs. Mom’s ass was fantastic, round 
and firm, like a big upside-down valentine pointing the way into 
her narrow waist and up her spine. She stood there, stark naked in 
the moonlight and stretched. 


She picked up Brad’s lumberjack shirt from the front seat, and, 
opening the rear driver’s side door, draped it over the end of the 
back seat. She sat down on it, facing the open doorway with both 
feet on the ground, and beckoned to me. 


I felt like I was walking in a dream as I got out of the car and 
went to her in my stocking feet. It was a cool night, but my nude 
body seemed to be generating so much heat it didn’t matter. 


Mom leaned back on the back seat, supporting herself on her 
elbows. She spread her legs; her ass thrust forward off the seat 
into the doorwell, so she had one widely-splayed leg on the ground 
and the other lifted up to hook over the open rear door. 


Mom’s breasts lolled out to the sides with her posture. Her 
stomach swept down in a little womanly belly to her light bush. A 
perfect little arrowhead of reddish-gold fur crested mom’s vagina. 
I squatted down between her legs, and the sight of her open, 
sopping-wet vulva nearly made me swoon. I could smell it again, 
sharper and stronger than before, and I knew I wanted to get my 
face wet. 


I placed my hands on her full thighs and squeezed. I slipped them 
up to her hips, placed a thumb squarely on each side of her labia 
majora, and pulled her cunt open. 


She was so pink and wet inside. Her clitoris was a shiny pink 
pearl nosing forth from its tiny covering above the miniscule 
pucker of her urethra. Her inner lips, partially furled like rain- 
soaked rose petals, looked so soft and inviting that I couldn’t resist 
the urge to put my head down and kiss them. 
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I had never eaten a woman out before. I licked and explored. Her 
vagina was a wonder; my tongue lingered over the different 
textures, here silky, there rubbery, and the taste: salt and musk and 
honey. 


I sucked her as I would suck the juice from a split fruit, lashing 
my tongue into her succulence, and I loved it. I closed my eyes and 
gave myself over to it completely, smacking and slurping and 
rooting between my mother’s legs like a piglet at the sow. 


I heard her moans, and realized I was doing something right. 
When her fingers curled in my hair and pulled my face tight to her 
cunt, I knew I was really doing it right. 


My lips and tongue zeroed in on her clitoris, and I felt 
lightheaded with joy as my mother began bucking and squealing in 
what was clearly a fantastic orgasm. 


I didn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I kept licking, gently 
stimulating her clit as the aftershocks twitched through her, and 
then slipping a finger inside to feel the final clasping spasms. I 
sucked and nibbled on each of her delicious folds, inner and outer, 
and eagerly lapped up her flow. 


“Oh God, baby,” she gasped. “Oh God.” 


Her eyes were wet too, and her face and upper chest darkly 
flushed. 


A naughty spirit came into me then, and I licked down her 
perineum to her anus. Mom jolted as my tongue found her 
butthole. I was an expert at licking asses, and I felt tingly all over 
at the opportunity to demonstrate my prowess on someone I loved 
so much. 


I kept one finger in her pussy, and with another, I drew the 
foreskin of her clitoris back and forth, covering and uncovering its 
supersensitive surface. Mom groaned most gratifyingly. 


My tongue pierced her ring, and I forced it up into her, wriggling 
and swirling up her tight back passage. I fastened my lips to her 
pucker and sucked hard as a leech as my tongue thrust and wagged 
up her ass. 


“Oh God,” she shrieked, and then I was hard pressed to keep my 
face and hands in place as my mother spiraled off into another 
orgasm. My finger accidentally slipped out and a tiny squirt of 
pussy juice caught me right on the bridge of my nose and dripped 
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off down my face. Some of it ran into my sucking mouth and I 
could taste it, sweet and tangy and strong. 


I brought my mother back down to earth, working the sheath of 
her clitoris in gentle circles and extracting my tongue from her 
rectum. I soothed her with long strokes of the flat of my tongue, 
being careful not to touch her most sensitive areas. 


“C’ mere, honey,” Mom panted, holding out her arms to me. 


I got up and lay down on top of her as her arms went around me. 
Her soft, naked body felt so good under mine. Her breasts were 
the warmest, nicest pillows imaginable. I love being naked, and 
feeling the warm skin of another naked person pressed up against 
me is like my favorite thing ever. We kissed, and shared each 
other’s taste. 


After a few wonderful minutes, Mom broke the kiss, looked 
down and said, “Good Lord, Kelly, already? You’re worse than 
Bradley.” 


I was erect again, of course. My cock was like a third arm, 
brawny and hot, squashed between our bellies. The need was fierce 
in me again. 


“Yeah,” I said quietly. My hips twitched. “Momma ... can I... 
um ...” I bit my lip and my eyes fell away from hers. 


“Look at me honey.” I did, and her clear blue-gray eyes were 
calm and filled with love. “Of course you can. Anytime you like.” 


She rummaged under the seat and handed me the picnic blanket. 
“Put this under your knees.” 


I hid a smile. Motherly concern never really went away, it 
seemed, even in the throes of illicit passion. I got up and spread it 
on the ground like a picnic blanket. I knelt on it, and my mother 
raised and spread her legs for me again. 


My dick was so full and long that the head rested on my mother’s 
lower belly. I could feel her soft pubes on my underside. 


She took hold of my cock, and gave it a few strokes. She smiled 
and shook her head in wry disbelief. “So big baby. I still can’t 
believe it. You’re so big and beautiful.” She touched my breasts 
and thumbed a nipple. She rubbed my glans against her clitoris, 
which gave us both a shiver. 
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Our eyes met again, and hers were luminous. “You’re beautiful, 
Kelly. All over. Every part of you.” She leaned back and took a 
breath. “Go ahead now, baby. Momma’s ready.” 


I pulled back my hips, which drew my penis through the hairy 
tickle of her delightful pubic forest, and then pushed forward as it 
dropped down into her notch. 


There was a juicy squelch as my fat prick sunk itself into mom’s 
tight vestibule, and my mother grunted as her cunt stretched 
around me. I paused, anxious not to hurt her, and eventually 
Mom nodded and made a ‘go ahead’ gesture. There was no more 
difficulty and we both sighed as I took the smooth, liquid plunge 
into her hot depths. 


“Oh Christ,” she groaned. “Kelly, you’re huge ...” 


Icouldn’t speak. The soft, soaking wet interior of Mom’s cunt 
felt so good it took both my breath and my voice away. 


As horny as I was, Mom’s previous blowjob had relaxed my hair- 
trigger, so I knew I could give her a good long ride. I shook my 
head to clear the haze and got down to business. 


I fucked my mother as best I knew how. I pumped gently at 
first, and then as she got more excited, I alternated quick stabbing 
thrusts with drawn-out barrel rolls. 


Mom gave back as good as she got. She was a wild fuck. Her 
hips rotated and thrust at me, and her cunt was a living, gripping, 
demanding fist around my shaft. 


Mom’s first orgasm stunned me, it came so quick. One moment 
I was working away, and the next she was convulsing under me. 
Her breasts rocked and she flung her head back. Her teeth 
clenched and the tendons in her neck stood out like white cords 
against her deeply flushed skin. 


Then her body went limp, and her breath came in loud moaning 
gasps. 


“Oh God. Oh God.” That seemed to be Mom’s sex mantra, and I 
loved hearing her say it. “Oh God, Kelly, don’t stop.” 


I was a good girl. I didn’t. I leaned forward, planting my 
hands on the car seat on either side of Mom’s waist so I could 
really put my back into it. 
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I was reminded at that point how big my own breasts really were 
— they were brushing my mother’s belly, swaying with my 
movements. My mother’s tits and my own shook with my thrusts 
when I put it to her hard. My nipples drew figure-eights on her 
sweaty skin. 


I also realized I was making as much noise as she was at that 
point. I was wailing and mewling and grunting and swearing. 
My thighs were wet with the overflow of our juices. 


Mom came again, pounding the car seat with her fists. She 
wept, laughed, and cried out loud with joy. 


“Oh God, Kelly! Fuck Mommy. Oh fuck Mommy good.” 


I could feel my own orgasm forming, not too far off, so I bore 
down. Our pelvises smacked together in a rhythmic clap-clap- 
clap and I could feel the car lurching on its suspension in time with 
us. 


If the van’s rocking, don’t come knocking, I thought giddily and 
laughed out loud. I then gasped as Mom grasped my breasts and 
mashed them between her fingers. She gave my nipples a brutal 
squeeze and I shrieked. Suddenly, my orgasm was upon me. 


I stared wide-eyed into Mom’s bright, feverish gaze and she 
hissed, “Come in me! Inside me, Kelly!” 


I screamed. At least, I’m pretty sure I screamed, it’s kind of hard 
to remember. I can recall how Mom winced when I slammed 
home those last few times, and that her eyes went all wide as she 
felt the force of my ejaculation. It was one of those transcendent 
climaxes when you’re right there, in the sweaty, gasping moment, 
and at the same time, you’re eight miles high and a million miles 
away. 


My body kept jolting as rush after rush of semen exploded 
through me. It was divine. 


My vision went gray at the edges and I think I did pass out for an 
instant, as I had a moment of just-woke-up confusion when I came 
back to myself in my mother’s arms. Then I nestled deeper into 
her embrace and smiled. 


“God, baby,” Mom said weakly, “you wore me out.” 


I smiled wider and closed my eyes. We were both sweaty, sticky 
and we stank of sex. I breathed it in like it was the sweetest 
perfume. At that moment, to me, it was. 
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I felt so comfortable and content I could have spent the night 
there in the back seat with Mom. My cock was thick and soft, 
resting easily in her sloppy, sperm-saturated cunt. 


Mom had other ideas. She patted my ass and told me we had to 
get home. 


I sighed with regret and slowly disengaged myself. I was sad to 
leave her as my cock slipped free. It was odd to think that I had 
emerged from that same opening as a baby. 


A lake of sperm flowed out of her; I shot my mother so full of 
cum that Brad’s old flannel shirt was soaked through, all the way 
down to the hem. There was more wet spot than clean shirt on it. 


I got more tissues out of the glove compartment and we mopped 
each other up as best we could. We were both quiet and shaky in 
the aftermath. Both Mom and I would tremble and giggle 
whenever a delayed spasm hit us. 


I stood upright in the parking lot and treated myself to a long, 
decadent stretch. The view really was great. I just hoped 
nobody in those bright skyscrapers had binoculars. Mom came 
over to me, tall in her raised-heel sandals and slipped an arm 
around my waist. I guess we liked being naked together, as neither 
of us wanted to get dressed yet. I tilted my head onto her 
shoulder and we both enjoyed the city lights of San Diego. 


“How are you feeling, honey?” she asked. 
“Really, really great, Mom,” I smiled. “You?” 


“A little sad, actually,” she confessed. “My little girl is grown up. 
I think most parents hope their children stay small forever, but it 
doesn’t happen, of course.” She made wry face. “And tonight sort 
of clinches it.” 


“I hope you don’t feel bad about it,” I said, “because I don’t.” 
And I didn’t. Iloved her, of course, and had the same occasional 
feelings of anger and frustration toward her that I think every girl 
feels for her mother, but there had always been the underlying 
erotic element in my feelings for all of my immediate family. 
With the advent of puberty, those desires had become stronger and 
more specific and now having fulfilled them, I was happier than 
ever. Glory hole sex with strangers couldn’t compare to what I 
just experienced. 


Mom tilted her head so that her temple rested on my crown. “No, 
honey, this was wonderful, and I don’t regret it a bit.” I could hear 
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the smile in her voice. “I meant what I said about taking care of 


you.” 
“That’s good,” I sighed. “Because I was getting really jealous of 
Bradley.” 


My mother kissed my forehead. “We should go home before we 
get arrested.” 


“Wait,” I said, “before we do ...” I licked my lips. “Would you 
do one more thing for me?” 


Mom rolled her eyes. “I’ve created a monster. What, Kelly?” 
I looked down. It was hard to ask, but I needed it so badly. 


“What I did for you ... with my mouth. Would you do that for 
me?” 


The hand on my hip slid down and under my penis. She toyed 
with the soft, warm folds there. I was very wet, still. 


“Here, sweetie?” Mom’s lips moved in a whisper against my ear. 
“You want me to lick you there?” 


I couldn’t speak, so I nodded. 


Mom kissed my ear, and stuck her tongue in it. No one had ever 
done that to me before, and I nearly jumped. 


“Sure,” she said. 


Mom knelt down in front of me on her heels. She held my hips 
to steady herself, lifted my penis and let it flop on her forehead, 
and brought her mouth to bear on my vagina. 


I had never had my pussy eaten. My cock had always gotten top 
billing. Now my cock was more or less replete, but my cunt had a 
glowing, demanding heat of its own that needed cooling. 


I stared out across the bright urban wonderland spread out before 
me as Mom ate me out. It was magical. I could feel her breasts 
on my thighs, her breath on my privates and of course, the wet, 
tantalizing plane of her tongue as it laved and slid over my most 
exquisitely delicate places. She tickled, flicked and stroked, and 
then, as my breathing got heavier, sucked with a firm, gentle 
insistence that pulled me inside out. My stomach worked in and 
out as my muscles contracted, and I soaked my mother’s face as I 
came. My cock throbbed, and leaked a lot of preseminal juice, 
but didn’t shoot. 
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My nose, toes and fingertips were prickly-numb and my legs 
were so jellied I had to lean on my mother to make it back into the 
car. 


Mom dug out some more of her never-ending supply of tissues, 
but exhausted out as I was, I still was woman enough to lean over 
and lick her face clean. I needed to show her that I fully accepted 
what we had done. 


We tiredly pulled our clothes on and Mom started the car. This 
time Mom drove us straight home. On the way, we talked about 
inconsequential family things — family stuff. We were too worn out 
for any more deep discussions. I think we also said, “I love you,” 
to each other about ten times; it just felt natural and good to affirm 
it when we couldn’t think of anything else to say. I watched the 
familiar streets and houses of our neighborhood pass the 
passenger-side window as we touched on where we might go 
during the Christmas break. I remembered something funny, gave 
a tired laugh, and said: 


“You remember when we were talking about vacations earlier 
this year?” 


She nodded. 


“Well ...” it was hard not to giggle. “The reason I was pushing 
for skiing in Colorado was that I wanted to write my name in the 
snow.” 


Mom laughed so hard she nearly had to pull over. 


I was too tired to take a shower. I kissed my mother goodnight, 
dropped into bed, and was fast asleep before my bedroom door 
closed. 
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Chapter Seven: Working Outdoors 


I really regretted not taking that shower when I woke up the next 
morning. I stank like I’d ran amok in a brothel all night, and then 
worked a double shift in one. 


After a long, hot shower, I went down to the kitchen and got a 
big breakfast. My parents had left the morning newspaper spread 
out over the kitchen table, and I felt a little lurch inside when I saw 
an article about large police bust that happened in the park last 
night. That explains all the police tape at the cruising spot, I 
thought. Some politician was calling it a victory against 
corruption and public indecency. 


Below the article, I saw names and pictures of the arrestees lined 
up, and felt another, stronger lurch. Goddamn, it looked like they’d 
busted up a regular orgy. I felt a pang, recognizing the faces of 
my friends. I also felt little queasy, realizing that if I had shown up 
an hour earlier, my picture would be there, too. I felt bad for my 
old compadres, and a little angry. It was a rotten thing to do, I 
thought, exposing them that way, treating them as if they were 
gangsters or something. We weren’t hurting anyone. 


Mom drove up with a trunk full of groceries and promptly 
conscripted me to help unload the bags. 


Once we’d gotten all the food and toilet paper and cleaning 
products squared away, Mom went over to Brad’s room to check 
on him. I overheard her tell him that she and I were going out. 
Brad said something to the effect that he’d be fine, and Mom came 
back to the kitchen with a steely look in her eye and told me we 
were going to the mall. I knew better than to argue. 
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Mom told me in the car that there was no reason I couldn’t wear 
whatever I liked around the house, and that we were finally going 
to get me some proper summer clothes. But first, she said, we 
were going to the doctor. 


I protested, but Mom overruled me. 
“There’s no harm in making sure everything is okay.” 
“I don’t want to wind up in some goddamn medical journal!” 


“Honey, relax. We’re going to my own gynecologist. I went to 
university with her. She’ll keep her mouth shut. Besides,” she 
added darkly, “she owes me a favor.” 


Mom wouldn’t say anything more. When we got to the office, I 
mentally rolled my eyes and thought here goes nothing. 


It wasn’t as bad as I feared. Getting a pelvic exam from some 
genial fat lady with cold hands while she chattered with Mom 
about their sorority days was no picnic, but at least they kept the 
door shut. That goddamn speculum felt like she’d kept it in a 
freezer between patients. Her professional fascination and 
curiosity about my penis was flattering, though. I was just glad 
she didn’t run screaming through the waiting room when I lifted 
my gown. 


“Remarkable,” she beamed, probing and swabbing me all over. 
“Re-markable.” 


The stirrups were uncomfortable, but I was grateful for the 
discomfort; it kept my cock from inflating while she handled me. 
Mom held my hand through the whole ordeal, and I was grateful 
for that, too. 


Doctor Winofsky, or Linda as she insisted I call her, asked me all 
kinds of questions, and I answered honestly. I found talking to 
her relaxed me, and it turned out, much to my relief, that she was a 
genuinely nice lady. 


The most embarrassing part of the whole check-up was when 
Linda asked for a sperm sample. She and my mother left me 
alone in the examination room with a plastic specimen cup and 
said they’d be back in fifteen minutes. It was so weird. I'd 
never had to perform on demand in such a clinical setting before. 
For the first time in my life, my big brazen love muscle decided to 
be shy and subdued. I rubbed and rubbed, and tried to recall my 
best memories and hottest fantasies, but nothing worked. I kept 
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glancing at the clock, feeling something akin to panic. I wondered 
if I should stick my head out the door and ask for some Viagra. 


Well, I finally managed, but I’m embarrassed to admit how. I 
noticed a little white nurses’ cap on the counter, and without really 
thinking about it, I put it on. There was a full-length mirror on 
the wall and there I was. Five-foot two inches of nubile, buxom, 
well-hung girl, naked ... except for a little white nurses’ cap. My 
dick sprang erect as though turbocharged. 


“Hello, nurse,” I moaned, as I filled that specimen cup to the 
brim with thick vanilla pudding. I still scratch my head about that 
one. 


The outcome of our visit to the gyno was that no, despite my joke 
the other night, I indeed was not pregnant, I was disease free, and 
my semen, while being very thick and sweet and rich, had a sperm 
count of zero. My ovaries, however, were definitely kicking, and 
Mom signed for a prescription for birth control pills, which we 
then filled at the pharmacy in the same medical building. 


Mom was right — I felt a lot better after the check-up, and the rest 
of the morning was just plain fun. My mother and I shopped for 
clothes at the mall, had our hair and nails done, and enjoyed 
ourselves doing frivolous girl stuff together. It was wonderful to 
have this kind of relationship with her again. 


And, as an added bonus — Mom sucked me off in car as we sat in 
the parking lot of the mall. She’s insatiable, but that okay because I 
am, too. A great end to a great day out. 


www 


Several evenings later, I had gardening to do after supper. I 
should have done it in the afternoon, but it was just too hot. I was 
down in a crouch, weeding away, when my Dad gave me a 
pleasant surprise by showing up in shorts and a T-shirt to help me. 
We talked easily as we dug and pulled at the earth, and it was great 
to feel the distance between us fade. 


It was a warm night, and soon we were both very dirty and 
sweaty. Dad’s legs and arms are very hairy, and that got me 
wondering how hairy the rest of him was. I remembered how I 
used to spy on him in the cabana when I was younger, how all the 
hair on his chest narrowed to a tiny strip over the muscles of his 
stomach down to his privates. I was acutely aware of his 
presence, his male physicality next to me. 
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My father wiped his brow with a brawny forearm and sighed, 
“Man do I need a shower.” 


“Tl say,” I giggled. “You just got dirt all over your face.” 


After we finished the weeding, and put away the trowels and 
seed, my father turned to me and said, “Kelly...” 


Oh shit. I could tell from the diffident tone of his voice what was 
coming. 


“Yes?” I asked resignedly. 


“Do you think we could talk about ...” he shrugged and smiled. 
“It?” 


I smiled back. “What /t might that be?” 


He gave me a you-know-better look and nodded toward my 
crotch. 


“Oh.” I glanced down demurely. “That It.” 
“Your mother’s talked to me about it. It’s hard to believe.” 


“You're telling me,” I said with feeling. I didn’t want to have 
this conversation again. 


Daddy was silent for a moment, then abruptly said, “Are you 
happy with it, Kelly?” 


He said it so plainly, I was startled. I looked at him. 


He shrugged again, and met my eyes. “That’s all that’s important 
to me.” 


“Yeah, Dad,” I answered. “I’m happy.” 
“And you want to keep it? You don’t have to, you know.” 
“I know. And Ido want to keep it. I really like having it.” 


Dad smiled at me in that way of his that makes me warm and 
happy down to my toes. 


“Then that’s all I need to hear, Princess.” 


That impish and incorrigible part of me took control again, and I 
couldn’t help smiling back at him and asking, “You wanna see it, 
Daddy?” 
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It was Dad’s turn to look startled, but then he laughed and said, “I 
have to admit ... I’ve been curious ...” 


I took him by the hand. 


“Let’s go take that shower.” 


www 


The poolside cabana was a little prefab corrugated aluminum hut 
with a jury-rigged shower and a drain set in the decking. It got 
brutally hot in there in there in summer, so Dad had punched 
quarter-sized ventilation holes in the siding. I had often spied on 
Brad and Daddy through those holes, and I felt a flutter of giddy 
lust knowing my father and I would be together here. 


We stripped, taking it slow and easy, each making sure the other 
wasn’t offended or feeling wrong about it. Dad’s body was every 
bit as hairy as I remembered, and if anything, more muscular and 
shapely. His eyes widened when he saw my penis, but the 
admiration in them as he took in the rest of my naked body 
reassured me. My penis stood up at the sight of him, and I 
watched as his stood up in response. My Dad was circumcised, and 
very big. I touched his penis reverently. 


“Wow,” I husked, “it’s almost as big as mine.” 


Dad turned on the shower and I stepped under it with him. It was 
so nice to soap him up, to run my hands all over his rugged, mature 
physique. Scrubbing each other clean was a nice way to sort of 
ease our way into each other. After all, it’s not every day you do 
it with your father. 


Dad cleared his throat. 
“Baby ... are you sure?” 


I could tell he was more than willing, but he was a good man to 
the core. I knew he wouldn’t do anything without my say so. 


“Never surer,” I answered. 


I embraced him, and let my hands slip down to his firm, 
projecting ass. Our cocks pressed upright together, and I could 
feel my father grabbing meaty handfuls of my own butt. My father 
was so tall that he had to crane his neck down to kiss me. My head 
only came up to his collarbone. 


I made sure his groin was rinsed free of soap suds, and then I 
knelt down and took him in my mouth. 
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Dad heaved a great happy sigh and reached down to palm my 
breasts as he enjoyed my blowjob. He was thick and juicy, and 
for a moment, I regretted not blowing him before we got into the 
shower — it would have been nice to lick his balls when they were 
still sweaty. 


This was the fulfillment of another long-held fantasy, so I took 
my time. I sucked his nice clean balls and licked his shaft up and 
down like a Popsicle. I even had him turn around so I could give 
his asshole a thorough, patient licking, and that really made him 
groan. 


Then he chuckled. “Your mother’s always after me for that. She 
has designs on my ass, I think.” 


Then I just sucked him, stroking his cock at the base, and 
cradling his nuts in my other palm. 


My father, I should mention, is a big, powerful man. Although 
he was always gentle with us, the brute strength in his powerfully 
built body is something impossible to ignore. When Bradley and 
I were kids, he never had to use any corporal punishment to 
discipline us; the fact of his blazing anger was enough to bring us 
into line. When he was roused, he made the air around him 
crackle. As I nursed on his cock, I felt his hands tighten in my 
hair, and I could feel that crackle again. I had roused that power in 
him, and knowing that I was the focus of it was both exhilarating 
and at the same time made me feel weak at the knees. It’s a good 
thing I was already kneeling. 


I slipped a finger up Dad’s asshole and beckoned him to come. 
With a loud grunt, he shot off in my mouth and I could feel each 
pulse travel up the underside of his post. Dad’s cum was thick 
and salty, stronger than Bradley’s, and I blissfully swallowed it 
down. Dad’s penis went kind of rubbery, but didn’t really get 
soft, and I gave it a loving, grateful kiss before I stood up to kiss 
my father’s mouth. 


I wrapped my arms around his neck as our tongues tangled. He 
clearly enjoyed it when I shared his cum with him. 


He broke the kiss long enough to chuckle, “My little girl’s 
become a sexy little thing.” His hands kneaded and patted my rear, 
and I squirmed. My whole pelvic area felt hot and juicy and 
swollen. My father’s hairy chest chafed my stiff nipples 
pleasurably. 
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Dad stepped back and took hold of my penis. As big as his 
hands were, I still looked immense in his grip; I was bloated up so 
stiff and huge. 


“Not such a little girl here, though,” he mused, and I squeaked a 
breathless giggle. 


Dad knelt down, gave me a wink and a lazy smile, and took my 
cock into his mouth. 


My jaw dropped as I watched my handsome father suck my cock 
with long, careful strokes. He closed his eyes in enjoyment and his 
cheeks drew in. My knees got all shaky again. 


I love getting blown, and having it done by someone I love and 
desire and care about is like Christmas and my birthday all at once. 
Like Bradley, I never would have dreamed that my Father liked 
cock so much, but the proof was right there in his mouth. He 
couldn’t throat me as deeply as Mom could, but I sure had no 
complaints. He licked and flicked and slurped with manly gusto, 
and when his big index finger began circling my clitoris, I had to 
make him stop. I didn’t want to come yet, and not like that. 


I turned off the shower and stepped over to one of the changing 
benches. I planted my legs a good yard apart, bent at the waist 
with my hands on the bench to support me, and looked back over 
my shoulder at Dad. I wiggled my ass. 


“Come on Dad.” My face felt hot, and my whole body had that 
groovy, melting, super-turned-on feeling. My cunt was so wet I 
could feel a hot trickle down my thigh. My cock was so rigid it 
was slapping my belly. I needed dick in me so bad. 


Dad didn’t keep me waiting, bless him. I watched him approach 
my upraised butt and let my eyes close. I felt one of his big hands 
hold of my waist while the other gently tested the wetness of my 
vagina. I was hot and dilated, and I shivered as his finger gently 
pierced me. My juices were flowing, so much so that when my 
father pulled his finger out, I could feel it dripping. 


The next thing I felt was the enormous, solid-smooth head of 
Dad’s cock entering me. 


He was huge; both longer and bigger around than Bradley, and it 
was like he was pushing the breath out of my body with his cock 
as it pushed forward to fill my tiny little pussy. I couldn’t stop 
gasping things like, “Big! Oh wow, Daddy you’re so big!” 
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He was very gentle. There was no pain at all as he opened and 
stuffed me further than I’d ever been before — only a breathtaking 
sense of fullness. 


Eventually, I felt his big warm balls smoosh against my clit and 
the base of my own penis, which was thrumming with lust like a 
tuning fork. Dad’s big hands stroked my body soothingly. Dad 
moved his hips a little, sort of stirring my cunt around his cock to 
help get me used to it. Id done the same thing with many 
nervous first-timers myself. 


“Do you like that, Princess? Does it hurt?” 
“No Daddy,” I moaned, “it doesn’t hurt. I love it.” 
“Okay, then,” he sighed. “Here we go ...” 


My father proceeded to make love to me very slowly and 
sweetly. He was so tender that I wanted to cry. Back and forth 
he went, and rotated his hips, sending electric jolts of sexual 
pleasure spiraling through me. I moaned and wailed and pushed 
back, losing myself in his wonderful rhythm. 


Daddy leaned down across my back and encircled me with those 
big, strong arms. He kissed the back of my neck and grasped my 
breasts, squeezing firmly. I trembled, and saw fireworks go off 
behind my closed lids. 


Daddy’s steady, patient strokes seemed to go on forever. Every 
exposed inch of my skin felt flushed and charged with sensitivity. 
His hands, roaming and stroking my body made me blaze with 
pleasure. Then he slid a hand down my tummy and took hold of 
my penis. I was soaking wet, and my father’s fist pumped me 
easily on a dripping sheen of preseminal fluid. 


“Oh god,” I cried out. Things were happening inside me very 
fast. “Oh Daddy ... I’m gonna...” 


I made a noise that was halfway between a squeal and a grunt as 
my body bucked. My cunt clamped down on my father’s penis 
and my cock began spurting out dizzying torrents of jism. My 
climax surged through my body from my toes to my fingertips. It 
was easily one of the most intense orgasms I'd ever had. I opened 
my eyes and the shooting stars were still going on. 


Daddy didn’t stop. He kept pumping me all the way through my 
climax, and when my knees gave out he took hold of me and 
gently lowered me to my hands and knees, all the while 
maintaining our connection. I rested my forearms on the bench 
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and pillowed my cheek on my hands. He still didn’t stop then, but 
slowed to a snail’s pace. 


“Have you had enough, Kelly?” my father asked. “Do you want 
me to stop?” 


“No,” I said, my voice rather distant, “don’t stop.” 


Dad obliged me. He shifted gears back up to his normal pace 
and kept it up. Even as my whole body twanged with pleasure, I 
was in awe of his control. J have to get that good, I promised 
myself. He deftly worked me back up to another shuddering 
peak, humped me through it, and it was only as his own orgasm 
approached that he began pumping me harder and wilder. It did 
start hurting a little bit, but I loved it. I wanted him to unleash 
everything he had and batter me senseless with that big beautiful 
dick. He had done such an awesome job fucking me I wanted his 
climax to be fantastic, even if it left bruises on my cervix. 


“Give it to me, Daddy,” I grunted, throwing him a smoldering 
look over my shoulder. “Give it to me hard.” 


I wiggled like a snake into his thrusts and worked my pelvic 
muscles on him. His hips hit me so hard I could feel the ripples 
pass through my buttcheeks and thighs. 


He panted and sweated, and the gleaming muscles in his arms 
and thighs bulged from his exertion. His face contorted into a red 
grimace of effort and pain. He began pounding me in short, 
rapid-fire thrusts and I started to come again. 


“Oh god, Princess, I love you,” he gasped. Then his eyes 
opened wide, and he let his breath out in an abrupt, explosive 
sound that was almost a roar. His monster flexed and spurted 
inside me. 


“T love you too Daddy,” I mumbled. I felt overawed, honored and 
obliterated by the immensity of his climax. I was spurting at the 
same time, and our orgasms rocketed through each other like an 
electric current. My pussy flexed with the surging rhythm of my 
ejaculation and drenched us both. He held me tight, and we 
shook together all the way to our contented finale. I felt so proud 
that I could inspire such passion in this wonderful man, take him to 
such great heights. I was dazed with happiness. 


My head dropped down at some point, and when I opened my 
eyes, the first thing I saw was the platter-sized puddle of 
translucent mother-of-pearl semen on the decking. My knees 
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were sticky with it. My father had coaxed some champion loads 
out of me. 


Dad softened finally, and eased out of my vagina. I was soaked 
to the knees with our combined fluids and my cunt was numb. He 
sat back and I turned to face him and crawled into his lap. I was 
still in that trembly postorgasmic phase, my body glowing like 
embers, throwing off the occasional aftershock like sparks. My 
eyes were gummy with happy tears. 


Daddy cuddled me and kissed me on the top of my head. I 
snuggled up to him, loving the way his strong arms cradled me. I 
loved the hot, slick feel of him and the sweaty male smell of him. 
I pulled his head down to me and we kissed for a while like that, 
my father cross-legged on the floor and me curled up in his lap. 


We had to shower again, of course. But first, I sprawled on my 
belly between Dad’s legs and licked his cock and balls clean. 
This time, he was more than sweaty enough to satisfy my most 
perverse cravings. I loved the taste of his sperm and my cunt 
together. Also, I needed Dad to know that I loved his body and 
didn’t find anything about it distasteful. I wanted him to 
understand he could have more of this whenever he wanted, and 
that there was nothing I wouldn’t do for him. 


We spent a long, dreamy time making out under the shower, until 
the water ran cold and we ran laughing for our clothes with our 
bodies covered in gooseflesh. 


I know it sounds strange, but at that moment, I felt like I had 
finally matured into a woman. Making love with my father gave 
me confidence and an appreciation of the power and potential of 
my body. I felt a deep sense of wonder and joy that went beyond 
the physical pleasure of the act or the facts of my own odd 
physiology. A process that began when I first started 
experimenting sexually with strangers had reached its full flower. I 
felt complete and wise beyond my years. 


On the other hand, the sex had exhausted me and my legs were 
like egg noodles, and so we left the cabana with Dad’s arm around 
my waist and my head resting on his shoulder. I knew my whole 
body would be sore as hell tomorrow, but I didn’t care; it was 
worth it. 


I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I saw movement at Brad’s 
window. I looked again and it was empty. 
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We ran into Mom coming out of the little den she uses as an 
office. 


“What kept you two? The front lawn needs doing, now.” 


www 


Just as I thought, the next day I was too sore to do anything but 
heave myself out of bed and go to work. My entire pelvis 
throbbed from overuse. 


The one time at work I tried to pee the normal way (normal for a 
girl, that is) it stung so bad I had to switch to boy-style in mid- 
stream. My hard-ridden loins ached all day, but I didn’t mind 
because it reminded me of the night before. Even when Josie, 
who always wears these tight shorts, kept bending over in front of 
me, I barely gave a twitch. She kept asking me what was wrong, 
because normally I always blush and grin foolishly around her. 
Having a barely-concealed erection will do that. My co-workers 
weren’t used to seeing me mellow and coherent and I imagine it 
was unsettling for them, like seeing the village idiot suddenly start 
calmly discussing Quantum Physics. It almost made me laugh, 
having to tell them I was fine so many times. Everything between 
my legs was back to normal by quitting time. 


I rushed home from work and slipped into my skimpiest bikini. I 
was anxious to get in some sunbathing, and perhaps use the 
opportunity to tease Bradley a little bit. I remembered when Daddy 
and I came out of the cabana all clingy and post-coital, and seeing 
the movement at Brad’s window. I decided if Brad wanted to be a 
voyeur, the least I could do was give him something good to look 
at. 


Now that the cat was out of the bag, so to speak, I didn’t have to 
conceal anything while I was athome. Mom and I had got some 
awesome clothes during our shopping spree, including some 
bikinis and Capri pants, and I could wear them anytime at home. I 
wouldn’t dream of wearing such tight, revealing stuff out in public, 
but it was nice to have the freedom of the house. 


The bikinis Mom and I had purchased ran the gamut from modest 
to floss-backed slutty and I loved the way they all barely contained 
me. I felt a hot little tingle at how enormous my boobs looked 
with some microscopic bikini top straining to hold them. My butt 
was on the big side, but it was tight and spherical, and looked great 
in either full-bottoms or thongs. And the effect of my penis, 
bunched like piled bratwurst in the dainty triangle-front was 
nothing short of psychedelic. My whole body seemed ready to 
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burst out in every direction. I felt freer than ever, and luxuriated 
init. For the first time in my life, working on a tan became 
possible, and a priority. 


I put on my teensiest two-piece, a daring black number that had a 
string-back bottom and a top that barely covered my areolas, and 
headed out to the swimming pool. 


I made sure to frolic and sun myself outside Bradley’s window. I 
wore my big 70’s teardrop mirrorshades so he wouldn’t see my 
eyes checking his window, watching him watch me. The sun 
warmed my skin and my cock would always stand up as Brad 
rolled his wheelchair to the window. I made sure to pucker my lips 
suggestively around my straw whenever I took a sip of iced tea. 
Bradley may not have liked me, but he sure couldn’t take his eyes 
off me. I smirked to myself. I liked being the centre of attention 
after a lifestyle of avoiding it. 


Feeling a little wild, I took my top off, and after a moment of 
thought, stripped off my bottoms, too. I lay back, trying to look 
cool as my heart pounded, and made a big show of re-applying my 
sunscreen. Nude, I was warmer than ever. I massaged my breasts, 
trying not to look too obvious, but I was getting too genuinely 
aroused to keep the porn in check. I squirmed in the hot sunlight, 
distracted by my erection, and reluctantly decided to draw the line 
at masturbating right there on the deck. I slipped my suit back on 
(an awkward thing to do with an erection) and went inside to see if 
Mom or Dad was available. 


They had been as good as their word about looking after my 
needs. Mom had given me several blowjobs since our night at 
Hilltop point, (not counting that skyrocketing hummer she laid on 
me at the mall) and once let me fuck her standing up against the 
refrigerator. Between me, Bradley and Dad, Mom sure had her 
hands full, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she seemed to be 
glowing. 


Brad’s closed door snubbed me as I walked past it, and I decided 
not to torment him any more by walking in wearing a thong while 
sporting a huge boner. Instead, I went upstairs, took a shower to 
rinse off the suntan oil, and turned on the cold water to relax my 
wood so I could squeeze into some real clothes afterward. 


As soon as I was done, I slipped into my new favorite stretch- 
cotton Capri pants. They were snug and bright yellow with a light 
plaid pattern. I loved the eye-catching way the lines of the pattern 
stretched and curved over my butt. Checking my butt over my 
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shoulder in the mirror, I smoothed my hands appreciatively over it 
and gave a wiggle. 


Turning around, the Capri’s gave me a considerable package up 
front — they were too snug to hide it. I rubbed it, and happily 
watched it grow. 


I slipped on a red, iiber-skimpy tank top to complete the outfit, 
and went looking for my parents. 


It was the afternoon before they were to leave on their trip, and I 
found them both in their bedroom, finishing the last of the packing. 


“Good, there you are Kelly,” Mom said, frowning into her 
suitcase. She glanced at me, did a double take. “Ooh, honey, you 
look lovely.” 


She came over to hug me, and kissed my cheek. “We’re so glad 
to have you back with us, Kelly.” She held me at arms-length and 
looked me up and down. She gave a wolf-whistle, and smacked my 
bottom. 


“Grant, isn’t our little girl sexy?” 


“She sure is,” he answered, giving me a knowing smile that made 
me blush. 


“And my Goodness,” Mom went on, all wide-eyed innocence, 
“what’s this great big thing down here?” She cupped my bulge and 
squeezed. 


“Mom,” I half-protested, squirming away and laughing. Mom 
chuckled and went back to her packing. 


“Did you need something, honey?” she said, frowning into her 
open suitcase again. 


“Um, yeah ...” I suddenly felt awkward. It’s an odd point of 
family etiquette, asking your parents for sexual favors. I mean, 
do you just march in and say, “Mom, Dad, service me”? Do you 
bring flowers, like on a date? Do you make sure you’ ve done all 
your chores first, or what? 


‘T ve been feeling ...” I trailed off. 


Oh, crap. I felt a flash of sympathy for every sexually frustrated 
boy who’s had to broach the subject of sex with a girl who had 
other things on her mind. My parents were clearly preoccupied 
with their packing. 
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Then Dad, bless him, gave me a sharp, knowing glance. 
“Feeling ... restless, Kelly?” 
Mom picked it up instantly. 


“Oh,” she said. “Oh.” Her cheeks went pink, and she looked 
around helplessly at her open suitcases and scattered dresses for a 
second. “Honey, we’re kind of in the middle of something here ...” 


“Its okay,” I said all in a rush, “it’s not important.” I backed up 
toward the door, mortally embarrassed. 


“Yes it is important,” Mom said firmly. She ran her fingers 
through her hair. “Honey, can you wait until after dinner? I’m sure 
we can work in some snuggle time once all the packing is taken 
care of.” 


Snuggle time. Wow. 


“And I almost forgot. Here.” She handed me a slip of paper with 
phone numbers written on them. “This is where we can be reached 
in case of emergency.” She was all Mother again, serious and 
concerned. 


“See if your brother needs anything,” Dad called out as I fled. 


This was another great hurdle. I squared my shoulders and 
walked to Brad’s room. 


He was sitting upright in bed, reading a book in his lap. His eyes 
were wary as I came in. 


I had the belated thought that he might not be ready for me being 
so solicitous after teasing him so unmercifully with my naked body 
out on the deck. He stared at the cucumber-bulge in my tight 
pedal-pushers and then glanced at my ponderous boobs spilling out 
of my tank before meeting my eyes. I didn’t mind; I hoped he 
enjoyed the view. 


It was hard to gauge how Bradley felt about my new openness. 
He sure noticed me, but he always turned such a guarded face 
towards me, I couldn’t tell if he was offended, pleased, or 
indifferent. His open hostility had given way to a kind of guarded 
blankness. I didn’t know if it was a good or a bad thing. 


“Hi Brad,” I said, my hands in my back pockets. I cocked a hip 
against the doorjamb, a picture of casualness. “Mom and Dad are 
busy packing. You need anything?” 
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He peered at me, I guess trying to test for the smallest ounce of 
insincerity in my words or manner. I tried not to hold my breath. 


“Yeah,” he said at length, letting his eyes drop to his book, “I 
need some more of that lotion. Leg’s itching like a sonofabitch.” 


I nodded. His leg casts were torture sometimes. He had a long 
willow switch that he could slip under the plaster to scratch, and 
apply his ointment, but it didn’t always do the trick. 


“TI get it.” 


I went to the family medicine cabinet in the upstairs bathroom. 
We were out. 


“Shit Brad,” I frowned as I came back into the guest bedroom, 
“TIl have to go to the drugstore. You’ ll be okay?” 


“Don’t have much choice, do I?” he said with a morose glance 
down at his casts. I hurried out to the garage, slung on my Opus 
knapsack, and hopped on my bike. From inside the house I heard 
Brad call out, “Wait — you shouldn’t -” and I assumed he was 
telling me not to trouble myself over him. Good old Brad. 


“TIl be back in fifteen,” I called back cheerily and pedaled away. 
It felt good to be able to do something nice for my bro. 


I was nearly at the pharmacy when a sudden horrid realization 
struck me so hard I nearly ran into a telephone pole. 


I was still wearing my super-tight yellow plaid Capri’s. The 
ones that made no secret of my enormous package. That’s what 
Bradley was trying to tell me. 


Hot and cold chills rushed over my bare arms, and I fought to 
keep the bike straight. Sweet Jesus, what was I thinking? 


I bent a little lower over the handlebars. I felt more exposed than 
if I were naked. [also felt deeply, and profoundly embarrassed 
and disappointed in myself. Good Lord, I had a tested IQ of 129, 
and the scores from school said that I was reading and writing at a 
university level. How could I be so stupid? 


I swallowed. Fuck, fuck, fuck! What do I do now? Go back? I 
couldn’t go back to Brad empty-handed. I couldn’t let him down 
again. I had to get that topical cream! 


In spite of it all, I actually burst out laughing at my own 
predicament. This was so me! 
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I kept circling the little strip-mall that housed the neighborhood 
drugstore, trying hard not to freak out. I realized if I kept pedaling 
in circles around the parking lot it would start to look funny, so I 
sped behind the mall and parked between two dumpsters. I 
dismounted and looked around to make sure the coast was clear. 
Then I sat down against the wall, put my chin on my knees, and 
thought. 


Okay now, how am I gonna do this? 


I thought about just keeping my knapsack in front of me, but 
dismissed that as too risky. At some point I would have to open it 
to fish out my wallet and secure Brad’s lotion, and then I would 
have no excuse to keep it down at crotch level. I wasn’t feeling 
very lucky or dexterous, and I knew I'd fumble at the worst 
possible moment. My tank was a crop-top, leaving my navel 
exposed, so there’d be no concealment there. Shit. 


Okay ... can we tuck it away somehow? 


I looked around again, feeling guilty and furtive, like I was doing 
something indecent in public (ridiculous, really, considering all the 
indecent things I had done in public), I reached into my pants and 
tried to push my penis back between my legs. I thanked god I 
was soft. At first it didn’t want to go, and I cursed the tightness of 
my pants. Then, magically, it slipped back into place like it 
belonged there. It worked! 


There was no real obstruction because I had no testicles and I 
was amazed I hadn’t thought of this before. 


It was a weird sensation. The barrel-neck of my cock fitted 
comfortably in the split of my vulva and ran all the way under my 
pelvis to come up resting between my cheeks. I felt the seat of 
my pants and thankfully couldn’t detect any telltale bulges where 
there shouldn’t be. I inspected my front, and the crotch of my 
Capri’s lay flat and dickless against my pubis. I sighed with 
relief. Victory. 


Then I had a radical thought. It occurred to me I could push my 
own cock up my own vagina. It gave me pause. Hell yeah, it 
would work. I could shove it all the way up in there while I was 
soft, and then as I got hard, use my vaginal muscles to massage 
myself to orgasm. I shook my head and shelved that one for later. 
It wouldn’t do to think about stuff like that when I was trying not 
to get an erection. 
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I walked my bike around to the front of the pharmacy, locked it 
to the rack, and went inside. 


Having the freedom to walk around in tight clothes in public was 
really quite giddy. I strolled through the aisles, enjoying the feel of 
my cock rubbing my clitoris as I walked around. I got Brad’s 
lotion and went to the check-out. Then disaster struck. 


Susan, slut Susan who I hadn’t seen since Carolyn’s house party, 
was right in front of me. She was waiting in line behind an old lady 
with a dozen different bottles of pills scattered on the counter. 


Susan was dressed down today in tied-off T-shirt (a band I'd 
never heard of called Binge and Purgatory in ye Olde English 
occult lettering) and a rather demure black silk skirt that fell to her 
knees. A pair of tall lace-up black boots scuffed impatiently at 
the floor. 


I had already taken two steps toward the checkout when I 
recognized her, so it was too late to do an about-face. As a result, I 
made an odd-little skip-step before stopping in place behind her, 
which of course drew her attention. Heart thumping, I gave her the 
kind of bland smile one gives strangers at the supermarket and then 
stared determinedly off into space. 


She didn’t smile back, but just turned and continued to look 
daggers into the back of the old woman’s head, who was fumbling 
with her change purse. I breathed a silent sigh of relief. 


I gazed out the window at my bike and tried not let my mind 
wander in horny directions. This was difficult because Susan’s 
proximity was bringing back exciting memories. Moreover, I could 
smell her; it was a brutally hot day, and everyone was at least a 
little sweaty. The fabric of my own tank top was dark with 
moisture all around the scooped neckline and I had to keep fluffing 
it so as not to look like a participant in a wet T-shirt contest. 


The scent of Susan’s body, mixed with that wonderfully subtle 
perfume she wore, coaxed at my loins with gentle fingers. She 
had worn the same scent at the party, and I began squirming inside. 
I coughed, discreetly, and dammit, I saw Susan’s ears prick up. 


She turned around slowly and looked at me again. She really 
looked me over this time. She stared into my face, then at my 
breasts and then her eyes dropped to my crotch and stared so hard 
it was like she was trying to see through my Capri’s with X-ray 
vision. I tried to look properly taken aback. 
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She knows, a frightened part of my mind yelped. 


No way, another more rational part answered. She can’t know ... 
or at least she can’t be sure. 


“Hi,” I said brightly. My voice, my whole manner sounded brittle 
to me. 


Her eyes flashed back to mine, still unsmiling. Her eyes looked 
bruised from lack of sleep and she looked more haunted than she 
ever did in her full Goth-chick regalia. 


I could feel a creepy protracted silence developing, so I said, 
“Susan, right?” 


She glanced down at my groin in a way that made me really 
uncomfortable, then met my eyes again (thank God!) and nodded. 


“Your name is Kelly, right?” 
I nodded back. 


Her beautiful blue eyes had an icy, speculative glint that I didn’t 
like at all. “You were at Carolyn’s party, weren’t you?” 


“Yeah,” I said, dangerously close to babbling. “That was some 
great party.” 


My mind was working frantically. 


Don’t panic, I thought. That is the last place she would have seen 
you. There were a lot of people there. She might very well have 
seen you hanging around the hallways or on the living room dance 
floor without you noticing her. It doesn’t mean anything. She 
would be suspicious of anyone who was there. 


“I got so wasted,” I gushed, “and Carolyn’s pool was so 
awesome. I’m glad I didn’t drown!” 


Looking innocent would have been a lot easier if my cock hadn’t 
been getting harder the whole time. I shifted my weight and my 
thighs gave it a cozy squeeze. 


Then, thank god, the pharmacist cleared her throat. The old lady 
and waddled off and it was Susan’s turn. Birth-control pills, 
douche, lubricant, and batteries. Typical. 


My cock was rigid, and starting to throb. Its bent-back posture 
was agonizing. My penis pushed down, trying to swing back to its 
correct upright posture by main force. There was so much pressure 
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on the seam of my pants that I feared the stitching might explode. I 
felt sure there would be a seam-shaped weal running up my shaft. 


As precarious as my position was, I could feel a slow flush creep 
up my neck and cheeks from all the pressure on my clitoris, which 
was beginning to swell and throb itself. My labia were wet from 
mouthing my shaft, which was jammed in like a log-sized bridle 
bit between my lips. 


Susan walked off, glancing over her shoulder as she exited. I 
gave her a pleasant nod and a cheery “’bye Susan!” Then I made 
my own purchase in record time. 


Standing there at the counter, I felt a hysterical tickle of horror as 
I felt my penis extend inexorably to its full length and thickness. 
My glans, fully engorged, pressed again the seat of my pants. I 
glanced at my reflection in the glass door of the soft-drink fridge 
and could see it bulging through my pants like a tennis ball 
wedged between my cheeks. 


I quickly stashed Brad’s lotion in my knapsack and then slung 
my ‘pack casually over one shoulder, so it hung low over my ass. 
There was a middle-aged woman standing behind me who gave me 
a most quizzical look. 


“T m having ... maxi pad issues,” I told her out of the corner of 
my mouth, with an oh-God-it’s-that-time-of-the-month grimace 
and a roll of the eyes. She was immediately sympathetic and 
opened her purse. 


“Do you need a spare?” 


I politely refused and got the hell out of there as fast as I could. 
Once outside, I glanced around. No Susan. I fumbled with my 
bike’s lock, half-expecting her to come leaping out at me like the 
boogeyman any second, and then discovered another dilemma. 
With my cock as big and hard as it was, I couldn’t sit down on my 
bike seat without doing myself an injury, and if I rode standing on 
the pedals with my ass hoisted in the air — no. 


I felt like screaming in frustration. God damn Susan. What 
business was it of hers or the frigging world’s if I had a dick? This 
constant need for concealment was getting ridiculous. My 
predicament made me angry. More than just angry — I realized I 
was in a towering high storming rage. I felt like picking up my 
bicycle and throwing it across the parking lot. 
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It occurred to me that the sensible thing would be to just pull out 
my cell phone and ask one of my parents to come pick me up. 
Perversely, I vetoed that idea, as I was now damn pissed-off and 
had a stubborn need to resolve this myself. 


My friend with the maxi pads left the store and gave me a 
comradely smile as she walked off — cheer up sister, it’s all us 
girls in this together — and I had to fight not to snarl at her. I forced 
myself to calm down. 


You have a hard-on. That’s the issue. Lose the wood and you’re 


fine. 


I concentrated on keeping my hands steady as I re-locked my 
bike. Keeping my knapsack hanging low over my rump, I walked 
back into the drug store and bought an ice-cold bottle of spring 
water. Making sure no one was standing behind me, I stuck it in 
my knapsack and then re-slung my old friend Opus over my bum. 


I freed my bike and then walked it calmly around to the back of 
the strip mall. I toed down the kickstand and parked it where I had 
before, between the two dumpsters. 


I took a long hard look around, assuring myself that I was alone. 
Then I listened hard, and aside from the hum and click of the 
cooling units and piping clinging to the rear of the stores, there 
was nothing. Good. 


I put down my knapsack and undid my pants. I pushed them 
down and felt an enormous surge of relief as my penis leapt out 
and slapped my tummy. It flung a stringy trail of clear pre-cum 
away like a parade streamer and glistened with pussy juice about 
its midsection. 


“Ahh,” I breathed. Lord, it felt good to be free! 


I fished my water out of my pack and twisted the cap until the 
safety seal cracked. The plan was to douse my Johnson with the 
freezing-cold water. If that didn’t work, nothing would. 


I took deep breaths. My cock throbbed, happy in its unconstricted 
freedom. It felt good, and its mindless confidence spread into me 
and helped calm me down. 


For some reason, I took a deep swig of the water instead of 
dousing myself. The heat and stress had parched me, and the cold 
water felt great going down. For some reason, I was now in no 
particular hurry. I didn’t question it, just took another sip. 
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I stood there, with my Capri’s down around my knees, bare boner 
nodding out in front of me, and the most astonishing thing 
happened: I felt at peace. 


I should have had me near panic from the threat of imminent 
discovery, but I found I couldn’t be bothered. I had had enough. 
I sipped some more of my water and stretched. It felt good to let go 
of worry. I had the bemused thought that I may have lost my mind, 
but I didn’t care. I felt serene and sexy. My cock, stiff and 
charged with a pleasurable sensitivity, felt fantastic and right there 
and then, it was enough. 


I had something of an epiphany then. For the first time, I started 
listening to my prick instead of trying to conceal it, ignore it, or 
shut it up. I let its lusty, bravura arrogance speak to me. For the 
first time I wholeheartedly accepted what it had to say. I let its 
message sink into my bones. 


What it had to say was this: Let me out. 


It was as simple as that. My cock was tired of being stifled. 
Moreover, I was tired of stifling it. I was tired of all the cloak and 
dagger nonsense, tired of feeling I had something to hide, to feel 
guilty about, or ashamed of. 


I realized something about myself in that moment. I did not 
want to live a life in hiding. Whatever path I chose, it could not 
involve keeping my penis a secret. My penis did not want to be 
covered up; it wanted to be admired, touched, sucked, fucked, and 
adored. And I wanted the same thing. 


The late afternoon California sun angled in toward me, and I 
knew I was wearing entirely too many clothes. 


Without a thought, I pushed down my Capri’s and took them off. 
I draped them over my bike’s handlebars so they wouldn’t get 
dirty, and after only a moment’s further hesitation, I pulled my 
tank top off over my head and laid it on top of my pants. 


I was naked but for my white socks and pink sneakers. I strolled 
out into the back parking lot of the strip mall. It was empty, but 
where my head was right then, it wouldn’t have mattered if it were 
full. I stretched again, feeling like I was truly letting go for the first 
time since my penis first made its not-unwelcome appearance. I 
could feel the heat of the sun all over me, and I splashed some of 
my bottled water over myself to cool down. My body sparkled in 
the slanting sunlight; the water droplets burst with light upon the 
melon-like expanse of my breasts, the amethysts of my erected 
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nipples, the shallow bowl of my belly, the blazing red filigree of 
my pubic hair, and the vein-laced stalk of my engorged penis. 


My body was magnificent; in that moment, I knew this 
objectively, not just as wishful thinking or vanity. I felt its true 
power and potential. I gloried in it. 


There was heat inside me that I could no longer ignore. I took 
hold of my cock and masturbated. Right there in the open air of the 
Northside Corners parking lot. I didn’t care if anyone saw me — I 
almost wanted them to. My body was beautiful - my cock was 
beautiful — and there was nothing wrong with showing it to the 
world. There was nothing wrong with openly displaying my 
sexuality to anyone who wanted to look. And if they didn’t like 
it, that was the their problem, not mine. I didn’t bother muffling 
my moans as my pleasure grew. 


I pumped my cock with one hand, slipping the other one under 
my shaft to touch my clitoris. I thrust my hips forward, fucking the 
sunlight. The heat embraced my naked body all over, like a lover, 
and my desire rose to meet it. I stood erect, proud, and powerful 
as I brought myself to orgasm. 


I flung back my head and screamed “TM COMING?” as loud as I 
wanted to, and felt all the tensions and insecurities of my entire life 
rocket out of me in ecstatic bursts. Whatever would be, would be. 
My jism flew over the asphalt in great arching streams. It made 
jeweled puddles on the hard concrete. I squeezed and stroked, 
milking out every last spurt and dribble, and then brought my 
hands to my mouth to lick them clean. 


My semen was hot, sweet, and tasty; everyone who’d ever 
swallowed it agreed. It was as wonderful as the rest of me. 


My orgasm exhausted me, leaving me in a blissful state. My 
cock was soft and replete. My legs were shaky, and I wanted to 
fall to my knees, but I couldn’t bear the thought of all that gritty 
asphalt. 


At that exact moment, I heard a gasp. I turned my head and Susan 
stood by the corner of building some twenty paces away. Her eyes 
were huge and she had clapped both her hands over her mouth. 


She sat down abruptly, just collapsed to her knees, and her hands 
fell limp into her lap. 


“You,” she gasped, as if she was hyperventilating, “it was ...” 
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I don’t know if it was terror, recognition, or simple shock that 
caught her tongue, but she could say no more. Her lips moved, and 
her head shook, but I don’t know if it was in disbelief or negation. 


I walked back to my bike, got dressed, and pedaled away. I didn’t 
owe her any explanations. 


www 


To top it all off, Brad was pissed at me for taking close to an hour 
to get back with his damn lotion. 
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Chapter Eight: Quality Time 


We didn’t have time to get into it, however. A bunch of Brad’s 
Swim Team friends showed up after dinner to haul him off to the 
movies. “We’ve come to spring you loose, chief!” they joked. His 
friend Eric owned a van and they lowered a ramp to push his 
wheelchair up through the rear doors. Brad did not look enthused, 
but seemed prepared to tough it out for his friends’ sake. He was 
always good that way. 


Mom, Dad, and I waved to the van as it sped off, with Thin 
Lizzy’s Jailbreak blaring on its stereo. 


“I hope they remember to go to a theatre that’s handicapped 
accessible,” I joked. 


Mom got that pained look that usually means my good-taste 
indicator is malfunctioning. It happens a lot. 


“Kelly ...” 


“Alright, alright,” I ducked my head in apology and made a 
penitent show of doing the supper dishes. I finished rinsing off all 
the plates, flatware, glasses and assorted pots and pans and stacked 
them in the dishwasher. It occurred to me that my parents and I 
had the house to ourselves for the next few hours. I licked my lips. 
Snuggle Time. I hoped they hadn’t forgotten about me, or were no 
longer in the mood or something. 


Dad came in to the kitchen and kissed me. “Hi honey.” He patted 
my tush, which was very pattable in my tight Capri’s. 


I warmed all over. I suddenly felt all coquettish and demure. “Hi 
Daddy.” 
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His manner was gently teasing. “Looking forward to tonight, 
Kellzebub?” That’s Dad’s little pet name for me. Go figure. Other 
dads call their daughters Pumpkin. How boring is that. 


I bit my lip and nodded in response to his question. I didn’t want 
to gush like some stereotypical teen airhead, and I knew I’d gush 
like crazy if I opened my mouth. 


“Your mother and I have something very special planned. We’ ll 
call you when we’ re ready. Go watch TV or something.” 


I love surprises. I scampered off to the TV room, wondering what 
they were planning. 


I watched two thirds of some mediocre made for TV movie about 
a family dealing with the heartbreak of Seasonal Affective 
Disorder. It held less than a third of my attention, as I was jumping 
around inside about what my parents had in store forme. I 
amused myself by imagining an issue-of-the-week TV drama about 
me. What to call it? Kelly’s Secret? It wasn’t a secret anymore, 
really, not that I cared much anymore. My Penis and Me: Friends 
for Life had me smirking, but it would never fly on network 
television. Now, cable ... 


My cell phone rang. 


“Kelly it’s me,” Mom said. “Come join us by the pool. Only first, 
put on your present.” 


Present? 


Lying on the floor by patio doorway was a white box tied with a 
big red ribbon. Squealing, I ran to it and tore it open. 


Oh my God. There were three items inside. One was the 
skimpiest, sluttiest bikini I’d ever seen. It was so small at first I 
didn’t realize what the bright bits of cloth were supposed to be. 


The second item was a purple double-headed dildo. 


The third item was another piece of clothing, bigger than the 
bikini, and bundled in white wrapping tissue. There was a little 
post-it saying: Wear this one tomorrow for Bradley. No peeking! 


I held up the bikini. It had a shimmering pink, peach, and purple 
Aurora Borealis print. It was made of some silky, shiny elastic 
material that slipped through my fingers like liquid. 


I ran to my bedroom to put it on. It was absolutely scandalous. It 
was a sort of slingshot swimsuit, with two long ribbons of fabric 
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that snapped together behind the neck and ran down my front in a 
wide V to the crotch. The two bands didn’t come close to covering 
my breasts, and barely concealed my areolas. I gasped when I 
stepped into it — I saw at once that it had been custom made 
specifically for me. The crotch had a stocking-like extension, 
plainly designed as a pouch for my privates. It was made of the 
same stretchy material as the rest of it with a big bow ribbon about 
the tip. It fit my cock like a glove. 


I turned and admired myself in the mirror. The rest of the 
bottoms were a high-riding thong that swept up over my hips and 
then disappeared in back down the crack of Butt Canyon. 
Watching myself in the mirror, I became erect, and the sheath 
stretched with me, gripping me as snugly and securely as a 
condom. It was wild, having an Aurora Borealis print erection 
swaying out in front of me! 


I took the dildo from the box, hesitated, and then retrieved a 
bottle of lube from my end table drawer. The Girl Scout’s motto is 
Be Prepared. 


I walked out to the sliding glass door that overlooks our back 
patio with my garish penis waving jauntily with my steps. I was 
very excited. The outside lights were off, and a path of burning 
votive candles led me down the stone path to the pool area. It was 
full dark and a clear, starry night. 


Our pool is fantastic. It’s not as big as Caroline’s is, but it has an 
enclosed Jacuzzi portion in the shallow end. The Jacuzzi is a raised 
circle that bulges out the otherwise square corner of the pool in an 
odd three-quarter moon extension. 


The votives and the underwater safety lights in the pool itself 
provided the only illumination. The pool lights, sifted through the 
waves, cast a web of flickering light over the deck and the cabanas 
like an undersea grotto. It cast a romantic spell over me. I was 
filled with love for my parents, who had gone to such trouble for 
me on the night before their big trip. 


My parents were lounging in the Jacuzzi, and called out to me to 
join them. They were both naked. 


“Oh ... my ... God!” exclaimed Mom. “Kelly, you look 
fabulous.” She twirled her hand. “Turn around baby, let’s see all of 
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you. 


I did, blushing, and both my parents oohed and aahed over me. 
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Dad beamed. “Well that worked out all right. We weren’t sure if 
your mother had the codpiece made too large.” 


“You look yummy Kelly,” my mother said. Her eyes were very 
bright. “Come into the hot tub with us.” 


I was so happy I couldn’t speak. I just did as I was told, like a 
good daughter. 


Our hot tub is so ... hot, that you can’t just dive in. You dip your 
toes first, wincing at the hot soupy froth of it, and then slowly step 
down onto the underwater seat that rings it, immersing yourself to 
the knees. By the time you’ re sitting down, dunked to the neck, the 
swirling, steamy heat of it has sunk into your bones and muscles 
and turned them into warm Jell-O. The hot water jets pummel you 
with a velvet massage, and there’s just no resisting it. 

Predictably, I had completely melted by the time I was fully 
sandwiched between my parents. 


My sex life to that point had trained me to expect a full 
ravishment, with lots of the aggressive hump-and-pump with 
which I’d become familiar. I was looking forward to it. I waited 
for my sexy parents to pounce on me and tear me limb from limb. 


What followed was instead so slow and tender that it blew me 
away. There was really no way to rush or ravage in a Jacuzzi, and 
I should have known better. You’re just too relaxed. What 
happened instead was a drifting, wondrous sensuality of touching 
and kissing. My sense of enchantment overwhelmed me as Mom 
and Dad enfolded me in a gentle embrace. Our bodies melded in a 
sexy human stew of entwined legs and stroking fingers. 


There was no rush, no urgency, just the gentle pleasure of the 
moment. At one point, I blearily noted that I had been in the tub at 
least fifteen minutes and my suit was still on. It didn’t matter. 


Mom made me sit up on the edge of Jacuzzi and pulled at the 
ribbon bow that encircled my cock just below the flaring helmet. I 
was as rigid as steel. I was surprised to see that the ribbon undid a 
cap-piece on the end, and mom pulled it off to bare the ruddy head 
of my penis. 


Like a turtleneck for my dick, I thought, and laughed aloud. “Oh, 
you guys are brilliant.” 


“My idea,” smiled Dad. 


Mom stepped between my legs and enclosed my swollen head in 
her mouth. Focusing solely on the head, she sucked, licked, and 
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had me lolling in ecstasy. My eyes got really wide when Dad 
joined her and they French-kissed each other with the apple of my 
glans caught between their kissing lips and playing tongues. 


They pulled me down into the melting heat of the Jacuzzi and 
things got kind of hazy and timeless again. 


I felt Mom’s deft fingers unsnapping my swimsuit and she bared 
my breasts for stroking and squeezing. I had one hand encircling 
Dad’s cock, and another between Mom’s legs with two fingers 
forked up her hot, juicy cunt and a thumb revolving on her clitoris. 
Mom had both hands around my cock, and Dad’s hands were 
slipping under my bikini bottoms, invading my soaking, seething 
vagina. There was no charge to reach orgasm, as we were having 
too much fun just playing. 


Dad pulled the crotch of my thong to one side and pulled me into 
his lap. Oooh. His big cock slid right in and I sat down all the way, 
wiggling a bit to adjust myself to the penetration. Oh boy, did that 
ever feel good. 


I leaned back into his hairy, muscular torso and let my head roll 
onto his shoulder. He kissed the back of my neck and squeezed my 
big tits. My father has big strong hands, but even so, my boobs 
overflowed them. I’d never felt so soft and feminine, even with my 
rigid pole sticking up from my lap. I was so distended the tip of my 
penis nosed above the surface of the water like a Loch Ness 
Monster sighting. 


Dad’s muscles were loose from the hot tub; his flesh felt nearly 
as pliant as mine did. Our erections were the only stiff body parts 
we had left; all three of us seemed barely solid in the rolling boil of 
the Jacuzzi. 


Then Mom straddled my lap, and I moaned erotic surrender as 
she fitted the big plum of my glans to her vulva and made it 
disappear inside her. 


She sat in my lap. Her face was a mask of holy pleasure. I’m sure 
mine looked the same. There was no strain, no pain — we were all 
relaxed into insensibility from the kneading fingers of the 
whirlpool. The sheath of my suit fit me like a second skin, and I 
could feel the spongy muscularity of my mother’s vagina clasping 
me as though my shaft were naked. 


We lolled and floated together. There was no thrusting. Every 
now and again, I would squeeze Dad’s cock inside me, and Mom 
would do the same to me. We kissed, mostly, and squirmed our 
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bodies against each other in the reduced gravity of the tub. I rolled 
my face into Mom’s abundant bosom and sucked a nipple 
whenever I could catch one. I had never felt so intimate to my 
partners during the act of love, ever — and there was no question 
that this was an act of love. The word Fucking simply seemed an 
inaccurate label for such a tender experience. I never wanted it to 
end. It was bliss. 


Eventually, as pleasant as frolicking about underwater is, one 
does get a bit waterlogged. With their usual foresight, my parents 
had placed one of our king-size inflatable mattresses nearby and 
covered it with an old picnic blanket. We rose from the water like 
naiads and continued our wonderful session on dry ground. 


I was glad the night was hot. The night air felt pleasantly cool on 
our skins, but the sultry temperature negated any chill. We 
sprawled on the air mattress and steam rose from our bodies as 
though our simmering sexual heat had become palpable. 


Mom and I ganged up Dad. We didn’t talk about it — it just 
seemed the natural thing to do. I sucked and nibbled on his nipples 
while massaging those sexy pectorals of his. I compressed my lips 
upon the little hairs that grew from his areolas and gently pulled. 
From the corner of my eye, I could see Mom’s red head bobbing 
over his hips, and heard the sucking sounds. He sighed, chuckled, 
and rested back with his hands behind his head, the perfect picture 
of a man at his ease. 


“A man could get used to this kind of thing,” he said with a 
smile. I giggled, and Mom chuckled. 


“Don’t get too comfortable,” she said. She gave his thigh a light 
slap. “Roll over.” 


Dad gave a put-upon sigh and rolled over as asked. His back was 
broad, and as muscular as his front. It tapered to a narrow waist 
and a pair of tight, proud buttocks. His beauty made my mouth 
water. My hands grew reckless and they roamed over him, tasting 
his curves and contours with greedy passion. 


I was kneading and playing with his butt cheeks when Mom told 
me, “Hold him open.” 


I palmed his cheeks apart, and she leaned over and licked his 
crack. His back rose as he took a sharp breath. I opened him wider, 
and leaned forward myself to see what Mom was up to. 
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She rimmed him thoroughly, and when she saw me watching, she 
tilted her head back so I had a clear view of her long tongue 
worming around Dad’s pucker. It was an unforgettable sight — my 
Mom’s perfect face, nestled in the split of Dad’s ass, her blue eyes 
meeting mine with her tongue half-sunk in Dad’s crinkly pink 
knot. It was so striking I forgot to breathe, and I wound up 


gasping. 


She gave me an impish smile. “He never lets me do this,” she 
smirked, and then resumed licking his asshole. Dad gave a 
breathless chuckle. 


Mom held a finger up to my lips and I obligingly took it into my 
mouth and sucked on it. She pulled it out wet and slipped it up 
Dad’s ass. His breath caught. 


“Yes,” Mom said. She pulled her finger out, and held it to my 
lips again. I sucked it without hesitation, and savored the nasty 
tang of Dad’s asshole. Mom put another finger in my mouth and I 
slobbered on them, getting them good and wet. Two saliva-slicked 
fingers went up Dad’s asshole and twisted, first clockwise, then 
counter-. 


“Oh man,” groaned Dad. 
“Like that, honey?” Mom asked him with a smile. 
“Its ... different,’ he wheezed. He sounded a little uncertain. 


I licked one of my own fingers, and slipped it up Dad’s asshole 
alongside Mom’s. Dad was way hot. It reminded me of Bradley’s 
ass when I first fucked him. Dad was a lot more relaxed than Brad 
had been, but his tunnel was every bit as tight. Dad grunted, then 
sighed as our three questing digits found his prostate and began 
massaging. 


“That’s ... different,” he said again, only this time I could tell he 
liked it. 


Mom laid the purple double dong on the mattress beside Dad’s 
leg, and popped the cap on my bottle of lube with her thumb. 
Keeping her other hand busy with Dad’s ass, she poured a liberal 
amount of lube over the dildo, and then handed the dildo to me. 


“Grease it up,” she instructed with a smile. My hands shook 
slightly, because I knew what was coming, but still I managed to 
keep it together enough to make both end of that remarkable sex 
toy glisten and drip with evenly applied lube. 
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“Give it here, sweetie,” Mom said. I did, and she removed her 
fingers from Dad’s pretty pucker long enough to place the 
translucent purple head of that dildo against it and press gently. 


Dad gave a sharp groan as the head of the dildo slipped inside. 
“Okay, Daddy?” I checked, stroking his back.. 


“Fine,” he answered faintly. “No pain at all. After all that time in 
he Jacuzzi .... Oh God, what a sensation!” 


“It gets better,” promised Mom, and she pushed a little more of 
the clear plastic cock up Dad’s chute. He groaned again. Mom’s 
face showed pure joy. 


“Oh Kelly, this is wonderful,’ she gloated. “T ve wanted to 
buttfuck your father for years!” 


I couldn’t help laughing, and Dad did too, although he was 
getting a bit breathless. 


“It’s not so bad,” he said. “Actually, it’s not bad at all. It just 
feels a little strange.” 


“Strange good or strange bad?” I asked, watching as Mom sank 
that dildo a little deeper. 


“Ooof! Definitely a ‘good’ strange,” he answered with a grunt. 


Mom began fucking him with long, slow strokes. She pushed it in 
a little deeper with every plunge. 


“Whoa...” he breathed. “Oh wow, that’s ... ohhh ...” 


Daddy was digging it, and I was thrilled. “Go, Daddy, go,” I 
urged. “Take that big thing all the way!” 


Mom pumped him harder, and Dad began to moan. Mom was 
shaking with excitement. “I can’t wait anymore,” she said. “Kelly, 
hold this steady.” 


I took hold of the dildo and held it place as Mom turned tail and 
backed up toward Dad’s butt on her hands and knees. I saw her 
intent at once. 


“Daddy, get up on all fours ... a little lower ... perfect.” 


Dad’s lined his ass up perfectly with Mom’s. I was shaking a 
little too, as Mom moved further back, and I felt the pressure on 
the dildo in my hands as her open, shiny-wet vagina made contact. 
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Mom pushed hard, and skewered her juice-filled pussy on that 
purple gel monstrosity. I held it steady as Mom moaned and 
eased herself all the way onto it. I moaned along with both of 
them. 


I reached under Dad’s hip, and his cock was huge and oozing 
with love. 


“Push back, Grant, push back,” Mom begged, and Daddy 
groaned and began moving back until their cheeks touched. That 
dildo was long, and it made me shiver to think how deeply it 
pierced both of them. Their buttocks squashed around my hand, 
still holding the thing steady in the middle, and I slowly stroked 
Dad’s cock as Mom reached back with one hand to rub herself. 


In unison, they began moving back and forth, and it was the 
sexiest thing I’d ever seen, watching that dildo appear and 
disappear between them. Mom’s huge breasts hung down to the 
mattress, and swayed and knocked together with her movements. 


Mom made a strangled noise — “Oh God. Oh God!” — and began 
bucking in orgasm. 


“Yeah, honey, that’s it,” encouraged Dad in a strained voice. He 
was shivering, but I could feel from his cock he wasn’t about to 
come yet. 


Mom wailed and shook, and her clear sap rose around the dildo 
and dripped down to the blanket in long strings. I could see her 
flushed inner lips rhythmically tighten around their invader. 
Through the translucent gel of the dildo, I could see the pink walls 
of her vagina tunneling into shadow. She turned her red face 
toward me and our eyes connected in an electric moment of 
communication. She was so beautiful in her climax that I almost 
wanted to cry. 


Her upper body slumped to the blanket. Her arms spread eagled 
out to the sides. Her posture thrust her ass out even more 
appealingly and I gave it an appreciative fondle. Her sweaty back 
heaved with her deep breaths, and I could tell she was done, for 
now. 


“Oh God, Kelly,” she panted. “You have got to try this.” 


Anticipation rushed through me. Mom instructed me to hold the 
dildo tightly, and pulled herself of it with a wince and a grunt. I 
actually had to pull back on it a little to make it pop free, as her 
muscles were still clamping intermittently. 
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The dildo came out with a beautifully disgusting sclurpping 
sound, and it came out dripping wet with Mom’s fluids. I could 
smell the delicious, saltwater pungency of her, and I bent down 
and sucked the newly freed end of that prong. The rich, cunty 
flavor drove me wild; I wanted to forget everything and just dive 
face first into Mom’s pussy. She saw me staring at her open, 
flushed vagina licking my lips, and she smiled. 


‘T m a little too sensitive for that right now, Kelly.” She rubbed 
her vulva ruefully. “Later, though. Right now, I want to see you 
get on this.” She took hold of the dildo and wagged it. 


“Okay, Mom.” 


I dropped to all fours and crawled behind my father. I pointed my 
ass at his, and backed up into position. Mom had switched places 
with me, and was now kneeling beside us, being the Dildo 
Assistant. I gave a girlish little “ooh!” of surprise when I felt her 
poke her well-juiced end of the double dong at my asshole, rather 
than my pussy. Mom grabbed hold of one of my bum cheeks with 
her free hand and pulled it away from its twin. She rubbed my 
pucker with the wet end in little circles, to relax it. 


“Push back Kelly,” she instructed in hushed, gloating tones. “I 
want to see both your asses opened wide.” 


My mother, the Ass Freak. God, I love her so much. I closed my 
eyes and visualized my rectum softening, flowering open like the 
bloom of a time-lapsed orchid. I pushed back, and with only the 
slightest of stings, the head of the dildo popped through my 
sphincter and penetrated my fist-tight asshole. As usual, the feel of 
a big cock sliding into my ass made me want to hiss through my 
teeth and wiggle, and so I did. That sucker felt huge. 


I shivery kind of moan went through me as I pushed back and felt 
the pleasurably contoured length of the dildo slide into me. It was 
like there was no end to it. It was the longest thing I’d had up in 
my guts, ever. It felt so good and firm and squeezy in my chute. 


Mom was holding the tool steady for us, gripping it in the 
middle, and eventually, I felt her hand in my crevice as my butt 
cheeks touched Dad’s. He and I both let out heartfelt groans as my 
wet labia gave his balls a sticky kiss; I’d taken it all. 


“Good girl, Kelly,” moaned Dad, “good girl.” 


I swiveled my hips, eliciting a sharper groan from him as the 
action of my hips caused the dildo to grind around inside him. 
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“Oh, excellent, baby,” breathed Mom. “Start pumping, both of 


you.” 

Dad gave a lusty laugh and began moving back and forth. I could 
feel the tugging on my end. Gingerly, I emulated him, and we 
quickly fell into a delirious rhythm. Waves of frictive, stuffed-full 
pleasure spread from my tormented inner tissues, and my heat 
rose. 


I heard Mom pop the top on the bottle of lube with her thumb, 
and a moment later, her lube-sloppy fingers took hold of my penis. 
Her fist made wet smacking sounds as it stroked my bursting-stiff 
rod. I squealed, and began to yammer about how good it all felt. I 
shook, and I knew that I would come soon. 


Mom felt my tremors, and whispered, “Not yet, honey, can you 
hold it?” 


“TIl try, Mom,” I gasped, and I did, forcing back my impending 
orgasm through sheer force of will. I didn’t mind — as much as I 
knew my orgasm would be stellar when it came, I was enjoying the 
ride so much I didn’t want to rush to the ending. 


Mom kissed my right asscheek. “Good baby. Such a beautiful 
baby.” She then raised her voice slightly, addressing Dad and me 
both. “Keep going, you two.” 


She let go of the dildo, and crawled around in front of me. She 
kissed me and thrust her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back 
as hard and as passionately as I could, but it was hard to focus, 
given the enormous distraction of the ass-filling dong my Dad and 
I were sharing. His firm, muscular butt cheeks kept clapping into 
mine, sending those wonderful shock waves through me. 


She broke our kiss and looked into my eyes. Her long auburn hair 
was tousled, and her beautiful, Blue Topaz eyes were stormy with 
passion. She traced my wet, slack lips with an index finger that 
tasted of her pussy. Then without another word, she turned her 
back on me, dropped to all fours and presented me with her 
splendid round backside. 


I attacked it. I bit both of those globular, outthrust buttocks and 
then jammed my face, tongue-first, in between them. I could feel 
them shake as my long tongue speared her anus and swirled around 
in it. 


“Oooh,” she moaned, “Oooh, baby, yes!” 
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She pressed back against my face, and I had the giddily absurd 
thought, her cheeks are against my cheeks. We’re dancing, cheeks- 
to-cheeks. 


I brought up one hand and spanked one of those fine cheeks, just 
to feel it ripple against my face. She squealed in surprise and 
approval, and then spanked her other cheek herself. 


My tongue strummed the crinkly lips of her butthole like a guitar, 
and then I moved down and dove into her pussy. My whole lower 
face was promptly soaked. I thrust my tongue into her hot juices 
and sucked and gnawed at her rubbery, soft-firm tissues. 


Mom drew a deep, whooping gasp, and then dropped to her belly. 
I tried to follow with my mouth, dipping my shoulders so I could 
maintain our mouth-to-pussy link. 


She moved, though, and thwarted me. I pouted as she backed up, 
and contented myself with kissing my way up her spine as she 
moved her body under mine. Then I caught her intent, and I nearly 
swooned. 


Mom’s open thighs brushed the outsides of mine as she spread- 
eagled herself under me. She reached back, gripped my cock, and 
pointed it downwards. My lube-wet glans touched her saliva-wet 
bum. 


“Now just hold still honey,” she grunted, “and let me do all the 
work.” 


“Okay,” I strained. No big. I could barely move, I was so tightly 
gripped by anticipation. 


Mom lifted her ass, and I slid between her cheeks. She centered 
me on her asshole, and pushed up at me. I closed my eyes as I felt 
her tight ring slowly open, and then my cock was slipping down 
into that unimaginable heat and tightness. 


“Oh God,” Mom cried out. “Oh God, baby, you’re so big!” 


I let out some animal sound of pure pleasure and shook all over. 
My titties were jiggling, drawing wild circles over the skin of my 
mother’s back with the extended points of my nipples. My thighs 
quivered and my eyes scrunched up as I fought not to come. I was 
greedy in my self-denial — I wanted to fuck Mom’s ass as long as 
humanly possible. 


The dildo in my own ass lurched violently, and I looked back 
over my shoulder to see my father withdrawing his end from 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


himself. The freed half swung behind me like an absurd tail. Dad 
took hold of it, moved up behind me, (I could feel his hairy thighs 
tickle the backs of my smooth ones) and, keeping my end of the 
dildo firmly embedded up my butt and the free end up out of the 
way, slipped his enormously roused prick straight up my pussy. He 
gave a contented sigh. 


Bout time I had my dick back in something,” he remarked. 


Oh my God. All I could do was gasp loudly, and try not to faint. 
My mind boggled at the task of separately cataloguing and 
quantifying all the good things I was feeling at that moment. The 
juicy clamp of Mom’s ass moving up and down my shaft; the super 
distension of the dildo in my ass crammed up tight against Dad’s 
big cock through my partition; the sweaty warmth of their bodies 
pressing full length against me, front and back; it was all too much. 
Mom and Dad were both thrusting, and buffeted me between them 
unmercifully. Dad’s strong hands gripped my hips, and his power 
made me weak with joy again. 


All the different sensations gelled into a rushing, full-body 
ecstasy and I wailed helplessly in its grip. All I can say about that 
great Kelly sandwich was that Mom and Dad both made full use of 
my body and I hope it pleased them half as much as it did me. 
Mom’s ass worked my bone like a dozen massaging fists, and Dad 
shoved the dildo in and out of my ass in time with his thrusts, 
which just about made me pass out. 


As great as it all felt, it simply couldn’t last. All of our efforts to 
hold back and prolong things eventually collapsed, and all three of 
us let go. I wailed, and heard Mom wailing along with me; her 
arms and legs flopped, and her ass squeezed my cock with brutal 
strength as she came. Then Dad grunted, and his cock swelled and 
I could feel the hot streams of spermy magma shooting into the 
deepest part of me. 


Amazingly, I was the last to come, and I came so hard I 
screamed. My cunt juiced and went into spasms around Dad’s 
cock, and the rest of my body did likewise. A long, low moan 
issued from my throat, and gained in pitch and volume as my seed 
rose majestically up to the top of my tower - there was that 
breathless, top-of-the-rollercoaster instant before the plunge - and 
then my jism exploded up Mom’s ass in long, high-pressure spurts 
as my voice erupted into a full-blown shriek along with it. My 
body didn’t know which way to move, either back onto Dad’s cock 
or forward up Mom’s butt, so I just jerked in place between them. 
It was one of those great orgasms that just go on and on, and 
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you’re wailing and laughing and crying all at the same time. It was 
an emotional release as well as a physical one. I flooded Mom’s 
narrow channel with enormous volumes of bubbling, sizzling 
semen, and when the last of it went out, so did I, and I slumped in 
a dead faint upon Mom’s soft, limp, satisfied body. 


I came back to my senses in a warm, happy glow. The sexual 
energy was still rippling and ricocheting around inside me, and I 
could feel the hot flush dissipating from my face. I felt congested 
and weepy, like I’d just come down off a long crying jag, and my 
whole body felt profoundly good. I sighed happily and pulled my 
partners into a sticky-warm three-way cuddle. 


The three of us eventually heaved ourselves to our feet and 
cleaned off together, clustered together tightly under the pool 
house shower, and then made our way back to the house, giggling 
and laughing with our post-coital shakes. It was early still — Brad 
wouldn’t be home before midnight, for sure — and I was feeling 
horny still, but at the same time, dreamily languid. 


“I wish we could stay naked forever,” I sighed, as we tumbled 
into my parents’ large bed. “I mean, it’s not like we live in North 
Dakota or someplace where clothing is necessary.” 


They laughed, and we played some more, only now at a much 
more lazy pace. Our tryst by the hot tub left us all pretty well 
satisfied, but none of us wanted to stop touching and loving each 
other. It’s hard to remember what we actually did through that 
sleepy haze, but I have one distinct memory of us playing a game 
of musical assholes just before we all went to sleep. 


Mom and Dad knelt on all fours in front of me, and I slipped my 
cock up each asshole in turns. I pumped each boiling-tight anus for 
a few strokes before slipping out and switching to the other. 
Finally getting to bugger my Dad’s tight ass was great, and his 
almost-virgin hole felt just super. As warmed up as he was from 
all the dildo-play, my big prick tunneled into his steamy depths 
with only a slight wince at the first thrust. I went back and forth, 
and I can’t even remember whose backside I wound up cumming 
in, but from the smile on my parents’ faces when we woke up the 
next morning, I guess I did a pretty good job. 
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I had to work the next morning, and I didn’t have the heart to 
wake up my exhausted parents to wish them bon voyage. One of 
my Dad’s friends gave them a ride to the airport just before noon, 
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while I was still at work, and I made sure I was on lunch so I could 
receive their goodbye call on my cell phone. 


“Safe trip you guys, I love you.” 
“We love you too, Kelly, be careful.” 
“And look after your brother, Kellzybub.” 


When I got home, it was just me and Bradley. My parents left a 
nice note and of course, their contact numbers. They had left the 
fridge stuffed with food. 


“Brad?” I called out, “I’m ordering pizza. What do you want on 
it?” 


“No pineapple or anchovies. Anything else is fine.” 


I ordered the pizza, and then wandered up to my room. I brought 
out the box that held the presents that Mom and Dad had given me 
the previous night. I unwrapped the gift I was supposed to wear 
for Bradley, and was delighted to see it was a nurse’s outfit. 


It wasn’t a real nurse’s uniform — it was a sexy costume version 
of one. It was a white stretch-cotton dress with short sleeves and 
a little red cross over the right breast and a white cross around the 
right sleeve in a red band. And of course, a little white nurse’s cap. 
There was a real stethoscope folded up in the dress, and even a 
little nametag that read Nurse Kelly. 


I howled with laughter, and was very excited at the same time. It 
seemed I'd be looking after Brad in fine style! 


The pizza came, and I set aside the costume and took the pizza 
into Brad’s room. He took a slice, and then waved the rest of it 
away saying he wasn’t hungry. He gave me a pointed look and said 
he wanted to read his book in peace. 


“Okay,” I agreed cheerfully enough, like my feelings weren’t 
hurt. I took the pizza back to the kitchen, ate a slice, and 
discovered I had no appetite either. I sighed. Breaking through to 
Bradley was not going to be easy. I wondered if I should just 
spring my Nurse Kelly outfit on him, but I decided to wait until we 
were speaking again. It’s one thing to be rejected and yelled at, but 
another thing entirely to be rejected and yelled at while wearing a 
silly costume. 


I stored the leftover pizza in the fridge and moped for a bit. I 
doodled on my computer for a while, and then said to myself, this 
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is ridiculous. I went down to Brad’s room and knocked before 
entering. He gave me an irritable look as I left myself in. 


“Can we talk about this?” I blurted out, and then promptly 
wondered why it had taken over a month to ask such a simple 
question. 


“There’s nothing to talk about, Kelly. Leave me alone.” 


I had expected that. Oh well, nothing for it but to be blunt 
again. 


“T love you,” I said. 
He snorted. “Funny way you have of showing it.” 


“Tm sorry ...” jeez, how do you apologize for keeping such huge 
secrets? “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about ... you know, me ... 
earlier.” 


“T bet you are.” 


“Brad —” I didn’t want to be exasperated, but he was making this 
damned difficult. 


“Will you forgive me?” I asked. 
He snorted again, went back to his book. “No.” 
“I am sorry.” 


That got a rise out of him. He slammed the book down. “It’s not 
about sorry! Look,” he took a breath. “The little sister I thought I 
had was honest, okay? The Kelly 7 knew would never lie to me.” 
He snorted a humorless laugh. “And she totally would not lie to me 
over and over again, like some kind of running gag. All those 
times I drove you home from the park ... you knew.” 


The venom in his voice brought tears to my eyes. I opened my 
mouth, but he overruled me. 


“Talking in the car, smiling at me ...” he threw his hands in the 
air. “You were laughing up your sleeve at me the whole time!” 
His anger was frightening; it made my knees weak, but I couldn’t 
afford cowardice right now. 


He was shaking his head, dismissing me. “I don’t know you.” 


“I wasn’t laughing at you.” I bit my lip and tried to keep the tears 
from overflowing. “I never laughed at you. It wasn’t like that at all. 
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I just couldn’t tell anyone. I liked what we did. It was beautiful. 
I’m not sorry about that. I’m sorry, very sorry that I didn’t share 
my secrets with you, or Mom and Dad, sooner.” 


I couldn’t stop the tears now, and they slipped down my hot 
cheeks, warm and wet. I stared down at his bedspread. 


“A secret gives you power,” I whispered. “I couldn’t give it up, 
okay? And I am so sorry I wasn’t stronger. If I was, you never 
would have gotten hurt.” 


“What?” Brad looked confused. There was something in his 
eyes - I wondered if I dared hope I’d gotten through to him. “What 
are you talking about?” 


“The accident,” I said. “I’m so sorry.” 


“What?” His anger gave way to bewilderment. “Drunk asshole 
came out of nowhere. Didn’t matter if I was upset or not.” He 
waved away my responsibility. “He would have still nailed me.” 


I felt his hand touch my chin and tilt my head up to meet his eyes. 


“You blamed yourself for that?” I nodded, snuffled, and wiped 
my face with the back of my hand. 


Bradley sat back. “I don’t know if I should be angrier still about 
that,” he mused. He looked nonplussed. 


“What?” I sniffed intelligently. 


“Its not like you made me go there. You weren’t responsible 
for my choices.” He thumped the bed with his fist. “And I was the 
one who panicked and ran out of there like a little girl!” 


Different emotions were tumbling across Brad’s face like dice. 
He snorted in exasperation. 


“It is so ... you to take it upon yourself when somebody else 
messes up!” 


“Sorry,” I said meekly. 


Bradley gave a short bark of laughter. “If you’re sorry about that, 
you'll be apologizing the rest of your life.” 


I hiccupped, and gave a teary little chuckle. He was right. I was 
a born martyr. 
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Brad sighed. “I can’t get past the fact that you were having one 
over on me. And you enjoyed it.” 


“Yes,” I admitted in a low voice, “I enjoyed it. Knowing things 
you didn’t. It was rotten, and I’m sorry. Like I said, a secret gives 
you power.” I thought of Susan, with her superior smile garnered 
from experiencing things others hadn’t. A girl with secrets. Christ, 
was I so different? 


“T d never had that before,” I whispered, “and it was nice. But 
what I liked more ...” I struggled with it, trying to put something 
into words for the first time, “I just liked being able to talk with 
you, be close to you after we made love.” 


Bradley looked startled. I guess he never thought of our 
encounters in that way. I blundered on. 


“I could never talk to the other men that way.” And that was the 
truth; I didn’t dare. It was always just suck, fuck, and leave. 


“All the other times Id had sex, I never even got to hold the 
guy’s hand afterward. I wanted that... intimacy. You know.” 


I took a deep inward breath and placed my hand on Bradley’s. 
“T miss that now,” I said. 


Brad looked at me, and then looked away. He sighed and closed 
his eyes. 


“Kelly,” he said, sounding tired and overburdened, “can I have a 
minute?” 


“Sure Brad,” I stood up. I didn’t know what to think. I snuffled 
again and Bradley passed me a box of tissues. 


“M’ kew,” I muttered, blowing my nose. 


Feeling absurdly like a little girl waiting outside the Principal’s 
office, I paced in the hallway for a bit, and then went to the kitchen 
for a snack. I hadn’t realized it, but I was ravenous. I dropped the 
slice of cold pizza on the counter when I heard Brad calling for 
me. 


“Okay,” he said as I came in, “here’s the deal.” 


He gave me a solemn look. “I hate you and I never want to speak 
to you again.” 
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I could hear the breath whistle out of my body. I felt like I’d been 
punched. 


Then a broad smile lit up Bradley’s handsome face. 
“Kidding,” he said. 


My emotions, already rocketing in one direction, did a sudden 
about face and promptly got lost. 


“Huh?” I asked with my usual razor-keen insight. I must have 
looked like a startled blowfish, all slack mouth and popping eyes. 


Bradley took one look at me and burst out laughing. I stood 
there and watched him laughing at me, and the depth of my 
confusion was surreal. 


“Oh I got you, Kell,” he eventually gasped, “I got you so good.” 


“You ...” my confusion snapped to understanding, followed 
instantly by blinding outrage. 


“You got me?” I screeched. My hair felt like it was standing on 
end. 


Brad pounded the bed with both hands, laughing fit to piss 
himself. He laughed so hard tears came down his cheeks. 


“Oh, the look on your face! Oh shit, that was priceless.” He 
couldn’t stop laughing, the prick. I was so mad I wanted to break 
his remaining bones. 


“Bradley Jefferson Ramsey,” I said in a terrible voice, “you are 
an asshole.” 


He just laughed harder. 


“Am I to take it,” I asked frigidly, “that this means you do not, in 
fact, hate me?” 


He wiped his eyes, still chortling and giggling like a mental 
patient, oafishly unmindful of my Great Injury. 


“Oh that,” he said in an offhand way, “Yeah, all is forgiven. I 
could never stay mad at you, Kelly. You’re too adorable.” 


‘T m glad you think so,” I snarled. “You may now go fuck 
yourself, Bradley.” 


At that, Bradley started laughing again. Feeling dreadfully 
insulted, I marched out of his room and slammed the door behind 
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me. I ate the last of the cold pizza, biting off big chunks in savage, 
vindictive chomps, and plunked myself down in front of the 
television in a profound sulk. What a jerk. 


An hour or so later I had cooled down a bit. An old re-run of 
WKRP in Cincinnati was playing, and Hallelujah, it was the turkey 
episode. While I was too upset to laugh out loud, as I usually 
would, the time-honored gags and familiar characters mellowed 
me out to the point where I’d stopped fuming. 


I heard the squeak of wheels in the hallway, and Bradley rolled 
in. He smiled at me and I stared resolutely at the screen. He 
rolled up to the couch, locked his wheels, and hoisted himself out 
of his wheelchair onto the couch beside me. 


“Whatcha watching?” 
“Television,” was my crisp reply. 


He chuckled, and for an alarming moment I thought he might 
start in with the gales of laughter again, but then he just sat there 
peaceably. I heard the microwave ding out in the kitchen. 


“I made popcorn,” Brad said. “Be right back.” 


He swung himself back into his wheelchair, trundled off to the 
kitchen, and quickly returned with a huge bowl of popcorn and 
some sodas. My nose twitched. It was disgusting - sour cream 
and onion flavored — my favorite. Suddenly, I wasn’t half as full 
as I thought. 


He handed me the bowl and got on the couch again in a kind of 
controlled fall that plopped him right next to me. He set the bowl 
between us. 


We munched together in silence. 


Brad didn’t say anything, but this wasn’t unusual — of the many 
words that could describe my brother, ‘chatty’ wasn’t one of them. 
But then, he never really needed to say much; the force of his 
personality was like a gigawatt radio dish, broadcasting his 
feelings loud and clear on some unspoken empathic frequency. 
When he was angry, the air around him sizzled and made you 
jumpy. When he was calm, just being around him was soothing. At 
that moment, as we watched WKRP close (and its end-credits rock 
song that I could never decipher a word of) I could feel nothing but 
love and concern from Brad, rolling over me in waves. All his 
anger, and every trace of the cold shoulder he’d put between us 
that summer was gone. 
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Big whoop. I had anger of my own, now. He wasn’t going to 
butter me up, like this damn popcorn. Even if it was delicious. I 
stared stonily ahead, determined in my channel surfing. 


“Kelly,” he said quietly. I looked at him. 
“T love you,” he said. 


I flung myself into his arms and hugged him. The popcorn went 
flying and made a huge mess. Neither of us cared. 


“I love you too, you asshole,” I sobbed, and gave his shoulder a 
punch for good measure. Then I kissed his cheek. 


Shit. I still don’t know how he does that. 


What an asshole. 
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I vacuumed up the popcorn spill, and then nestled down beside 
my big brother for some serious conversation. I laid my head on 
his shoulder and we both watched TV, watching nothing, really, 
just talking intimately. 


He asked me the inevitable question about my penis and I told 
the story again, thinking I should probably create flash cards for 
this to save time on explanations in the future. 


‘T ve never heard of anything like that,” he ruminated after Pd 
finished. He shook his head and sighed. “In books and stuff 
people say ‘if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes’ so many times, 
it’s a cliché. It’s weird to say it in real life.” 


We talked some more. I told him how sad and lonely I’d been for 
the last month with him laid up and bitter. He told me he’d 
missed me too, and then we talked about his injury for a while. 
The pain had made him cranky, he explained, which made his 
anger toward me worse. He told me how much he was looking 
forward to getting his casts off next week. I shyly mentioned that 
with September around the corner, Cheryl would be back from her 
summer job soon, and he must be looking forward to that, too. 


“Yeah, well ...” Bradley stared at his plastered hands. “She 
won’t be coming back.” 


“What?” 
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“Her family’s moving back east. Once she’s done at the camp, 
she’s flying straight to Wisconsin.” He looked at me soberly. “She 
broke up with me.” 


“Shit, Brad,” I exclaimed. 


I didn’t know what to say. Brad got dumped? My brother, the 
captain of the Swim Team, the godlike specimen of young 
manhood? Was Cheryl insane? 


“When did this happen?” 


“Just before she left for camp. She told me she didn’t want any 
long-distance relationships, and she didn’t want me wasting my 
whole summer waiting for her.” He paused. “She broke my heart.” 


He said it so matter-of-factly. It touched my heart. He wasn’t 
fishing for sympathy, simply stating a truth. I knew that he’d use 
the same tone if he were saying something like, ‘Doc says I got the 
leprosy,” or “Darn leg got caught in the woodchipper today.” 
There was something so quintessentially male about it, his stoicism 
and lack of pretense, that even as I felt bad for him, something 
inside me stirred. I kissed his cheek and hugged him again. I 
thought back to the start of the summer. That was the time he 
first started coming round the park men’s room. 


“Is that why you, um...” 


Brad nodded, reading my mind. “T d heard about the cruising 
spots from some of the guys on the swim team. I was still too 
much in love with Cheryl to go find a new girlfriend. Weird logic, 
huh? I don’t know what I was thinking. I was lonely and 
frustrated.” 


“Me too,” I said. “That’s the exact same reason I started going. 
That and the fact that, you know, they couldn’t see me.” I giggled. 
“You almost gave me a heart attack when I saw you come out of 
there. I couldn’t believe you were into guys.” 


‘Tm not, really.” He shrugged. “I’ve just never had any hang-ups 
about it. It seemed like a practical solution ... at the time.” He 
smiled an ironic little half-smile. “Mind you, I was heartbroken 
and half-crazy.” 


‘Tm...um... glad we did it.” I ventured, and promptly felt like 
biting my tongue. It amazes me sometimes how blunt I can be, 
when supposedly I’m the one who’s good with words. 
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“Really?” Brad asked. He had that look about him, when you’re 
not sure how to feel about something. 


“Really. I ve always thought you were great. I, um ...” I felt 
myself blushing, but the truth was coming out, and there was no 
stopping it. “I always fantasized about you. Before ... before my 
penis happened, I always planned on asking you to take my 
virginity. There was no one else I loved and trusted enough, except 
maybe Dad.” 


Brad startled me by chuckling. “And you took my virginity 
instead.” 


I'd never thought of that before. I gave a whoop of laughter and 
then we were laughing together. It felt good. 


“Man,” Bradley chuckled, shaking his head, “you really messed 
up my head that night, Kelly. I can’t begin to tell you how freaked 
I was.” 


“Sorry,” I giggled. 


“Tt was like ... I had this image, you know? ‘Cause Pd never 
seen you. I had to imagine who it might be in the other stall, with 
that huge thing of yours.” 


I giggled again like a brainless ditz. “What? Six foot 2, blond 
hair, blue eyes?” Hee hee. 


“Yeah, sorta,” Brad laughed with me. “I pictured you as some 
guy, about my age, and ... man, when I saw you, really saw you 
...” He mimed an explosion. “Poof.” 


“Were you disappointed?” I asked, a little teasingly. 


He shook his head. “Not disappointed ... just weirded out. I 
mean, I was really enjoying what we were doing. ld look forward 
to it, you know? I liked ...” 


He stopped and turned red. 
“You liked my penis?” I filled in tentatively. 


“Yeah,” he said. I wondered how difficult this was for him, to 
admit this, to be as honest as I had been just now. Damn, my bro 
had some guts. 


“T liked ...” he cleared his throat. “Damn this is hard. I liked the 
fact that you seemed to know what you were doing. That you were 
in charge. I was kinda unsure of the whole thing, but you took me 
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in hand. You showed me how to suck cock, and all the rest of it 
... and you made it really easy and enjoyable. I liked it. And then 
... I find out this strong, masterful presence is really my little 
sister.” 


We both roared with laughter. While we were still chuckling, 
Bradley shook his head and said, “Hoo boy, I couldn’t admit this 
to anyone before, but I think half the reason I got so angry at you 
was that I was so embarrassed.” 


He had his arm around me, and I took hold of his cast-encased 
hand, and brought it down to my breast. 


“You can be the boss now, if you like,” I whispered. 


Brad raised an eyebrow at me. His casts covered most of his 
hands, so he couldn’t really cop a good feel, but he could stroke 
me through my tank top with his fingertips in a way that pleased 
me greatly. He gently pinched a nipple between two fingers, and 
coaxed it to its full size. 


His hands were clumsy from his casts, but his fingers were gentle 
as they slipped under my top and caressed the soft curvature of my 
breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra. 


I flushed, and my penis swelled to its full size in a scarlet rush. I 
never dreamed I could become so aroused just from feeling the 
pads of Brad’s fingertips against my skin. 


“You're so beautiful, Kelly,” he said. 


“Do you want to see me?” I asked. My voice was thick. “Do you 
want to see all of me again?” 


‘T ve been getting pretty good looks all week,” he chuckled. “But 
yeah.” He was breathing a little heavier, himself. 


I reached down cross-armed, grabbed the hem of my top, and 
pulled it up and off over my head. My breasts lifted, and then 
flopped free and jiggled the way they always do when I take off 
something tight. Brad sucked in a breath, and stared. I smiled, and 
my nipples throbbed with their painful-pleasant fullness. My penis 
felt the same. I swung a leg over Bradley’s lap and straddled him 
on my knees. 


I cupped my overflowing breasts and lifted them to Bradley’s 
face. I shuddered and closed my eyes as he pressed his face into 
my softness and his mouth found a nipple and sucked. I could feel 
his steel-hard erection pressing up against my ass, and my own 
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equally hard cock pulsed against the prison of my Capri’s. Brad’s 
suckling drained the ache out of my nipples and filled me with a 
rosy warmth. His teeth tugged at me skillfully, and I shuddered 
again. 


His arms encircled me and crushed me to his torso. I felt the cool 
plaster that covered his forearms against the hot skin of my bare 
back. I ran my fingers through his luxuriant, beautiful brown hair, 
and then made fists and pulled him tightly against me. 


I caught my breath, and realized I was about to come in my pants. 
I didn’t want to, not yet. 


I pulled away from Bradley, and he didn’t want to let go — my 
left nipple stretched deliciously between his teeth as I drew back, 
and then popped free with a stinging sweetness. 


I grabbed the bottom of Bradley’s T-shirt and pulled it up. 
“Bradley, lift your arms,” I said, and he did. I stripped him to the 
waist and threw his shirt away. 


I ran hungry hands over his sleek, muscular body and bent to kiss 
his lips again. We necked with wild passion, my breasts pressing 
warmly against his smooth pectorals. Then I pulled away again, 
teasing him, and dipped my head to suck at his nipples as he had 
done mine. 


“Oh shit,” he hissed between clenched teeth. 


I dismounted his lap and sprawled, full-length and belly-down on 
the couch next to him with my head hovering over his hips. I tore 
at his shorts. He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his hot, fleshy 
spar leapt out at me in all its thick, sticky glory. Oh, yes. 


I wrapped one greedy fist around his pole and used the other to 
scoop out and his swollen, precious balls. I hefted them, delighting 
in their fat, weighty fullness, and squeezed them very gently. 
Bradley groaned, and I couldn’t delay any further — I took his 
luscious cock into my mouth and began giving him the best 
blowjob I knew how to give. 


Having Brad back in my mouth was an incredible thrill; my eyes 
rolled behind their closed lids as my moist lips slipped down over 
his juice-polished dome, his bulging crown, the soft folds of his 
retracted foreskin collaring that enormous head and my mouth 
filled up with him. Tears welled up in the corners of my eyes. I had 
missed Brad terribly this past month, but I had also missed his 
cock, and I now that I had it back, I never wanted to lose it again. 
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My tongue laved all over him, and I slurped loudly, swallowing 
his splendid prick all the way down to his sparse brown curls, and 
then sucking my way back up to his head again. At first, my 
posture was a little odd — I'd never blown anyone from the side 
before — but I quickly got the hang of pleasuring Brad this way. 
And from the way his head lolled on the backrest of the couch, I 
could tell Bradley had no complaints about my performance. 


Bradley moaned, and his fingertips stroked my hair, and drew up 
and down my back. I moaned and mumbled around Brad’s 
suckable, much-more-than-a-mouthful of meaty cock with happy 
abandon. 


I sucked Bradley with all my heart. My hair tousled and danced 
around my face as my head pumped up and down. When I had him 
buried in my throat, I eased my tongue out to lap and tickle at his 
sweaty, scrumptious balls. Delicious! 


Bradley gasped, and his hips began jerking. I knew what was 
coming, so I sucked harder, concentrating on the top third of his 
cock while fist-pumping the spit-shined lower portion with lusty 
enthusiasm. I maintained a steady, hard suction while burbling 
encouragement for him to blow his load. He soon rewarded my 
efforts. 


Brad’s whole body tensed, and then with a grunt so loud it was 
almost a shout, his cock swelled and burst forth with buckets of 
hot, tasty cream for me to guzzle down and enjoy. I gulped and 
sucked, feeling each pulse travel up his spasm-wracked pillar and 
jet into my mouth in thick, salty spurts. He gasped and shook, and 
I loved him through it with approving moans: “Mmmm! Mmmm 
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Brad shot his last, and his cock went rubbery in my mouth, 
although it didn’t really soften. He looked utterly glazed with 
pleasure. 


“Oh man,” he said in a dazed voice, “I must have done something 
good in my past life. That was unbelievable.” 


I wiggled my tongue affectionately into the piss-slit, and gave his 
head a kiss. “You can have that any time you want, guy.” 


I rose and kissed him. I sat in his lap again and wormed my hands 
behind his now-sweaty back to hug his bare torso to mine. I had 
saved a little cum for him, and tongued it over as we kissed. With 
the exception of his cock, Bradley’s whole body was soft with that 
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wonderful post-blowjob languor, and I squirmed my body against 
his to savor it. 


Brad licked his lips. “I think you should get naked now, Kelly.” 
“Oh, you think?” I smiled. 


I got off of Bradley and stood up. I raised my arms and interlaced 
my fingers behind my head with my elbows in the air. I wiggled 
and shook my titties at Brad. He laughed and enjoyed the show. I 
swiveled my pelvis in circles, occasionally bumping from side to 
side, occasionally thrusting forward to emphasize my big-to- 
popping package. I honestly didn’t think my Capri’s could stretch 
that much, but they did. I loved Bradley’s eyes on me, the way he 
whistled and whooped. 


“My God, Kelly,” he laughed, “you are every bad boy’s dream 
come true.” 


“Oh yeah?” I challenged him with a saucy toss of my head, “how 
about this?” I opened my pants and shoved them down to mid- 
thigh, letting my super-stiff cock spring free like a pouncing 
python. The relief was tremendous. I grabbed it with both hands 
and shook it at him, and kept bumping and grinding with my hips. 
Strands of pre-cum went flying. 


“Am I still every bad boy’s dream?” 
Brad’s eyes shone. 
“Yup. But only the baddest boys.” 


I laughed, pushed my pants down to my ankles, and kicked them 
off. I stood tall, all five-foot-two naked inches of me, with my 
hands on my hips, and my big curving horn pointing toward my 
brother. 


“Are you a bad boy, Brad?” 
“The worst,” he affirmed solemnly. He waved me closer. 


I stepped up onto the couch and planted a foot on either side of 
Bradley’s hips. 


“Bring it here,” he murmured. 


I braced myself with both hands against the wall, bent my knees 
slightly, and leaned forward. Brad gave the head of my cock a big 
welcoming kiss and then a big slavery lick that made me quiver all 
over. 
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“Mmmm,” he said as he took me inside. 
“Ooooh,” I moaned in response. 


I love oral sex. There is something so intimate about it, so 
selfless and giving and caring, yet at the same time it’s so 
wonderfully nasty. I felt such a rush as Bradley sucked me, hot and 
cold tingles swept over my flesh. I held still, and let Brad shunt his 
head back and forth along my prodigious length. The den filled 
with loud sucking sounds. 


“Ohhh God,” I breathed. 


Bradley sucked my cock like he’d never stopped sucking it all 
summer. From his grunts and groans, it was clear he enjoyed 
having me back in his mouth and he serviced me with demanding, 
hungry suction. Brad wanted my cream, and wasn’t about to take 
no for an answer. I nearly swooned from the pleasure and knew I 
was in no position to deny him. 


Brad took his mouth off me briefly to lick my stick up and down 
and all over, until it shone with his saliva. He dipped his head 
lower to lick between the sticky-moist folds of my vagina. He 
cupped the swollen marble of my clitoris on his tongue, and then 
rolled it around, which felt so good it made me gasp and my 
tummy quiver. 


His lips slipped over my glans again, and sucked me into the heat 
of his mouth. My thighs trembled. I leaned on one hand grab hold 
of his head. 


‘T m gonna come, Brad! I’m gonna ...” 


Bradley mumbled an encouraging sort of “Mmphm” noise into 
my stalk and worked his head steadily. My arousal had been 
building since I started sucking him and I couldn’t take it any 
longer. 


“Ah!” I screamed, and came in long, explosive spurts down 
Bradley’s wildly gulping throat. My pussy was going into spasms 
as well. Brad made a deep, enormously pleased sound as he took 
every drop that shot out of me. 


“Ohh ... ohh ...” I was shaky and tingling in all my extremities 
as my wonderful brother sucked off the last of my ejaculate. My 
cunt clenched and relaxed, sending bright, crackling vibrations 
shooting throughout my whole body. 
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Balancing precariously, I stood up straight so I could look Brad 
in the face. His eyes were wet from throating me (but I wouldn’t 
rule out emotion either), and soft with love as they looked up at 
me. I cupped his beautiful face in my small, slender hands, drew 
back my hips, and watched my long, fat, post-orgasmically pliable 
cock slip out of his mouth. He kissed it goodbye as it cleared his 
mouth, and licked his lips. I bent down and kissed him, and 
enjoyed the flavor of my own semen, as I always did. Tasting it 
in Brad’s kisses made it extra special. 


“T love you,” I told him. 


“I love you too,” he answered, his voice a little rough from the 
sticky workout my cock just gave his pipes 


He cleared his throat. “Kelly — please sit down.” 


I glanced down between us and saw Mount Bradley was standing 
tall again. I kissed him again. 


“Gladly,” I said. 


I knelt down, carefully planting my widely spread knees so I 
straddled Bradley without putting any weight on his leg casts. My 
jutting cock brushed Brad’s torso, painting a wet, clear trail 
between his pectorals and down over his stomach. I could feel his 
hard penis graze my butt cheeks as I touched down. I reached 
down through my legs and grasped it, and then rose up a few 
inches to drag it forward and position it properly below my super- 
soaked and dilated vulva. 


I pressed down, and winced. My pussy was still tingly and 
sensitive from my climax and much as I wanted Bradley’s big 
spike to pierce me, it was almost too much. I gritted my teeth and 
pushed down, letting the rush of pleasure from that sexy pole 
spreading and filling me wash away any discomfort. 


Brad moaned, and so did I, only there was no pain in his voice. I 
sat all the way down on him, allowing him to spear me to my 
deepest depths, and I trembled around him. 


Bradley’s arm went around me, and hugged me awkwardly to his 
chest. My breasts mushed pleasantly into him, and my cock 
mashed even more pleasantly between our bellies. 


Bradley’s a lot taller than I am — seated in his lap, the top of my 
head barely reached his chin — so I buried my face in his powerful 
chest and sighed as my cunt finally adjusted to its huge invader. I 
have such a small, tight little vagina, it seemed ironic that the men 
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in my life were so hugely well-hung. I wondered if this kind of sex 
would ever be as effortless for me as it was for Mom. 


“Are you okay, Kelly?” Brad murmured into my hair. His voice 
was tight, and that was no surprise — my teenaged cunt was 
strangling his rigid penis. I don’t know where he got the self- 
control. I would have gone nuts and just humped the shit out of 
myself. 


“Yeah, I’m fine now,” I answered truthfully. “There’s just ... a 
lot of you.” 


“You wanna stop? We don’t have to ...” 
“No. I’m good.” 


I flexed my vaginal muscles around him experimentally and I felt 
nothing but fantastic. Oh yeah. I was definitely good. Bradley’s 
grunt concurred. 


“Okay then,” I breathed, and began slowly moving up and down. 
“Ooooh,” moaned Brad. 
“Ooooh,” I agreed, with emphasis. 


I tilted my head up and Bradley tilted his down so we could kiss 
again. I gripped his shoulders for leverage, and we sort of moved 
our heads together to maintain our lip-lock as I moved my juicy 
cunt up and down his long, broad column. Since Bradley couldn’t 
move very well, I had to control the pace and I concentrated as 
best I could on pleasing him. 


Our lovemaking was sweet, slow, and so gentle it reminded me 
of my time with our parents in the hot tub. Part of it was that I was 
very aware of the casts on Bradley’s legs, which started barely 
eight inches down his thighs from where my buttocks would land 
on the drop-down. A bigger part of it was that it just felt right to 
take things slow and easy after our summer-long separation. 


Gradually, our reunion sex picked up its pace. I was careful not 
to bounce too heavily on Bradley’s lap. 


“Oooh, man,” Bradley’s lips moved against mine. “I wish we’d 
been doing this all summer.” 


Muffled by smooches, I answered, “Me too.” 


Through a similar barrage of kisses, Bradley groaned, “I wasted 
so much time.” 
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“Oh Bradley, don’t.” The pulsing of his huge probe was doing 
splendid things to my body. “We’ll make it up.” 


“I wish I didn’t have these stupid casts on.” 


“Don’t worry baby,” I moaned as my hips began quickening, “I'll 
take good care of you.” 


“Oh Kelly, do you mean that?” Bradley flung his head back and 
groaned. 


“Any time you want,” I grunted, “any thing you want.” And I 
meant it. I loved having Brad back inside me, and I never wanted 
him to leave. I never wanted there to be a time when Bradley and I 
weren’t speaking or fucking. 


Our bare bodies were slicked with sweat, and my cock slid and 
rubbed between the press of our stomachs. It was as hard and 
throbbing and urgent as ever. Oh God. Everything felt so good! 


A live wire sparked up between us and our sex spiraled higher, 
becoming wilder and more passionate. 


“Yeah, Brad, yeah,” I wailed, and then my cunt began its 
convulsive, rhythmic squeezing, and I was powerless to stop it. 


My cock burst out a big, forceful spray of hot jizz all over both of 
us; the first spurt splatted against the undersides of our jaws as our 
mouths joined in another kiss. Our lips parted in surprise. The next 
spurt was the most amazing thing I’d ever seen — it shot up 
between our faces like an undulating party streamer and both pairs 
of wide eyes tracked it as it reached the limit of its trajectory, 
seemingly in bullet-time, and then fell straight back down again, 
almost as if my cock were reeling it back in. 


Then it splattered all over Brad’s stomach and my thighs. The 
following spurts hosed down both of our bodies in a great sticky 
deluge, and more spurts came after them. I squealed and shrieked 
with every squirt. Then Bradley’s face contorted and I felt the 
wonderful surges of his own cock shooting me full of his seed, 
warming me all the way through. 


Brad came so hard his back rose off the back of the couch, and I 
snaked my arms around him to squeeze him tight as I squirmed and 
juiced and spurted off with him. 


“Yessss ... yesss ...” I breathed, feeling a sense of enormous 
satisfaction and closure flow over me. Bradley couldn’t even 
speak. He just groaned and shook like he had a fever. 
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We cuddled close and kissed again for the longest time after the 
violence of our respective orgasms faded to happiness. His cock 
slipped out of my vagina, and my cock sprawled soft and content 
on his stomach. Our faces were so red that someone might think 
we’d had the worst shouting match ever if it weren’t for the 
dreamy little smile we shared. Congested red blotches stood out on 
my belly and thighs like giant hickeys. Mom gets those too; she 
told me about them. She calls them “passion spots.’ Brad’s 
fingertips lightly traced over one, and I shivered. 


“Kelly,” Bradley said hesitantly. 


“Yes, Brad.” I was totally sexed out for the moment, but Brad 
wanted me to lick his balls or ass or something, I was fully 
prepared to do it. I was determined. He chuckled. 


“We’re all sweaty ... and gooey. The couch is gonna get ruined.” 
“Oh,” I said. “Oh! Let me get a washcloth ...” 


I got up, took two steps toward the bathroom, and promptly fell 
over. I giggled like an idiot. My legs still hadn’t recovered. It was 
a classic Kelly Ramsey pratfall. 


Brad laughed too, but was kind enough to ask if I was okay. 


“Tm fine. A little too fine, that’s the problem. I'll be okay.” I got 
up and limped carefully off to the bathroom for a wet washcloth 
and some towels. 


Bradley, noticing my well-fucked gait, called out, “Jeez, Kelly, 
I’m sorry. You can barely walk!” 


I stopped, turned, and smiled at him. “You never have to 
apologize,” I told him softly, “for that.” 
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Chapter Nine: My Brilliant Career in Nursing 


I wished I could have spent the night with Bradley, but the guest 
bed was too narrow, and there were his casts to worry about. As it 
was, after we cleaned up the couch and each other, we only had the 
strength left for one relaxed and thoroughly agreeable sixty-nine 
session in Bradley’s bed with him on the bottom and me wiggling 
away on top. He drove me crazy going back and forth between my 
boy- and girl-parts. 


As for me, I tucked his penis in the crook of my neck like a 
telephone handset, sucked his balls, and jerked him off until he 
spurted off all over my hair and the back of my neck. I love balls. I 
could suck and lick and nibble on a big pair of testicles all day 
long. I like ‘em smooth and I like ‘em hairy. I’m a simple girl at 
heart. Gimme balls, and I’m happy. 


After I tucked my brother in and kissed him goodnight, I trooped 
upstairs and slept like a baby. I had no anxiety or bad feelings to 
ruin my dreams so I slept the whole night through. I awoke the 
next morning feeling great. Then I remembered I had work. 


Crap. Fortunately, it was a short shift and I’d be home by four, 
but still I hated to be away from Bradley for so long, especially 
now that we were crazy about each other again. It was like 
interrupting a honeymoon. 


I showered, dressed conservatively for my adoring public 
(‘gimme double maple chocolate, girly’), and discovered Bradley 
already having breakfast at the kitchen table, bravely handling a 
bowl of fruit-laden cereal with a spoon clenched between his 
fingertips. I hugged him and kissed him all over his face, making 
him drop the spoon and nearly upsetting his wheelchair. 
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Morning Kelly,” Brad finally managed to say. “- I can do that 
myself,” he added quickly, seeing me dipping a clean spoon into 
his cereal and holding it up to his mouth. 


“Oh come on,” I pouted. “One for baby sister ...” 


Bradley let me spoon-feed him exactly one mouthful of Cheerios 
before deftly plucking the spoon from my grasp with a snipping 
movement between index and middle finger. 


“Give that back!” I mock stormed, stamping my foot and putting 
my hands on my hips. 


“There is no spoon,” Bradley intoned with a grin, and resumed 
his breakfast. 


“I gotta work today Brad,” I said with great regret, dropping the 
horseplay. 


“Oh, bummer,” he frowned, looking up from his milky morass. 
“All day?” 


“T m off at three.” I glanced at the clock. It was eight fifty-five 
and my shift started at ten. “I gotta get going. I’m taking the bus 
today, and that’s all your fault, Mr. Cripple.” 


Ordinarily Brad would drive me to and from work on the 
weekends. That was one of his chores, but one he always did 
without complaint. 


“That’s too bad,” he sighed. “I was really looking forward to 
hanging with you today.” He waggled his eyebrows at me and 
brushed the front of my skirt with his fingertips. “I was hoping for 
some cream in my coffee, if you know what I mean.” 


I giggled madly. “Brad! That’s disgusting!” And so marvelous to 
see him cracking dirty jokes again, I thought. I paused. 


“Are you gonna be okay?” 
“I don’t need a babysitter, Kel,” he said in a gentle, chiding tone. 


“I know that,” I replied, rolling my eyes, “I meant, will you need 
a li’ l] some-some to get through the day?” 


“Oh.” His cheeks colored a little. “Hmmm ...” He actually 
seemed to think about it, the creep. Then he shrugged. “Okay,” he 
said carelessly. 
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“Ooh, you’re gonna pay for that, Brad J. Ramsey.” I smirked. 
“TIl teach you not to value my affections.” 


I dropped my jacket, took off my Super-Scooper uniform tee, and 
unsnapped my bra. Brad sat up straight in a hurry. Boys are 
generally much more attentive when a big pair of naked swinging 
titties enters the picture. Bare from the waist up, I leaned over 
Bradley and brushed my breasts against his face. He tried to catch 
a nipple in his mouth, but I kept pulling away. His hands rose to 
fondle me, and I firmly put them back in his lap. 


I knelt down on the lemon colored tile of our kitchen floor and 
lowered the right armrest of Brad’s wheelchair to give me room. I 
squeezed his crotch and felt the firmness there. I unzipped him, 
and the sound of the zipper going down was very loud in the 
sudden quiet of the kitchen. I could hear birds singing outside, and 
the hiss and patter of our neighbors’ sprinklers. 


I opened Bradley’s pants and pulled out his big, bursting 
erection. 


“Good morning,” I told it, and gave it a kiss. 


I licked him up and down like an ice cream cone, and then 
slurped Brad’s big meaty suck-toy deep into my mouth. 


“Mmmm,” I said. Cock, I thought. Breakfast of Champions! 


I palmed Brad’s balls and rolled them gently between my fingers. 
I made my tongue wicked, and tickled that oh-so-sensitive cleft in 
the bivalved underside of his glans. He tasted clean, and freshly 
bathed. 


His fingers stroked my hair and played with my ears, tracing the 
whorls in the cartilage with his fingertips in a way that both tickled 
and aroused me. I listened to his breathing, and slipped a hand 
under his shirt so I could caress his chest and feel his heartbeat as 
well. I felt his heart rate increase under my palm as I picked up my 
pace. I made my lips tight, and sucked hard, pumping my head on 
his post. I felt his heart race, and then he was barking out that 
sweet grunt I love to hear, and a fountain of gooey Bradley-cum 
flooded my mouth. 


“Mmmm,” I groaned approvingly, as I gulped him down. 


“Oof,” said Brad. “Kelly, you made me come so fast. You know 
me too well.” 
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I swallowed, and answered, “I hope to get to know you even 
better. Starting as soon as I get home from work.” 


I put Bradley’s bowl of cereal in front of me on the kitchen table. 


He was still breathing deeply, and a little fast. “You want the rest 
of that?” he asked. 


I shook my head. “No.” 


I undid my skirt and dropped it, and pushed my sensible 
working-day white cotton panties down to mid-thigh. I was 
achingly stiff from the pleasurable task of fellating my brother and 
my penis bobbed in anticipation. 


I took hold of my sticky prick and began stroking. I aimed it 
squarely at Brad’s bowl of cereal. 


“Oh, no way,” laughed Bradley. 


I licked my palm, and threw Brad a saucy look as I masturbated 
my saliva-slickened morning erection. I pinched and plucked at a 
nipple and let myself be carried away. 


I gazed out the kitchen window with unfocussed eyes; Brad made 
a wonderful audience, staring with a rapt attention I could almost 
feel like acaress. All my goodies jiggled and swayed as my arm 
worked, and it felt lovely. I caught a glimpse of the top of our 
next-door neighbor’s fishing hat through the hedges and foliage 
that separated our yards as he disappeared into his shed. The cough 
of his lawnmower starting up followed. Just another morning on 
the block. 


“Ooh,” I gurgled in a broken little voice. The thought of all these 
people going about their everyday business all around us, with no 
clue as to the depravity in their midst, was like nitroglycerine in 
my loins. 


“Uhh ... uhh ...” 


Fat, translucent strands of semen spat out all over Brad’s 
breakfast bowl. 


“Ohhh ...” 


Big shiny sperm-snakes looped and curled over his chunks of 
strawberry and banana; they oozed between the floating oatey 
islands and disappeared into the milk. The impact of my jism 
made milk splash out onto the tabletop, and even shifted the bowl 
itself an inch or two toward the centre of the table. 
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I choked out a surrendering kind of whimper as I squeezed out 
the last of my orgasm into Brad’s cereal and then dipped my cock 
in the bowl to rinse it. I heaved a deep, contented sigh. 


I pulled some paper towels from the roller, dabbed my cock dry, 
and washed my hands. Then I picked up Brad’s bowl and handed it 
back to him. 


“Eat up,” I told him with a smile. 


I was only half joking, but the funny thing was, he did as I asked. 
He ate very last bit of his cereal, cum and all. I watched him eat 
with a pleased kind of wonder. 


“Not bad,” he said as he swallowed the last spoonful of protein- 
frosted Cheerios. His voice was carefully noncommittal. 


I had to kiss him again, after that. I was proud of Bradley; he was 
becoming a real freak, just like me. I rinsed his empty bowl and 
put it in the dishwasher. 


I dried my hands, drank a tall glass of orange juice, and looked at 
the clock. It was twenty-five minutes after nine. I threw on my 
clothes, gave Brad a quick goodbye kiss, and sprinted for the bus 
stop. I made it to work just in time. 
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That five-hour shift was the longest five hours of my life. I took 
my 15-minute break around twelve-thirty and called home. 


“Hi Brad,” I bubbled, “how are you?” 
“Anxiously awaiting your return,” he chuckled. 
“Not too anxiously, I hope.” 


“Yeah, well, that bit of breakfast kindness lasted about an hour. I 
can’t stop thinking about you ...what we’re gonna do ... all 
weekend ...” 


I shivered. “Oh, me either.” 
His voice deepened. “I wanna spend real time with you so bad.” 


“Hang in there. I’m out of here in two-and-a-half hours. [ll be 
home before you know it.” 


“Hurry home. Oh — that reminds me. One of your friends called. 
She didn’t leave a name. She said she’d call back.” 
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“Thanks Brad. I'll see you soon. Love you.” 
“Love you too.” 


I floated through the rest of my shift on a happy cloud. The hands 
of the clock seemed to spin through the hours. In no time, I was 
waving goodbye to Sherry and Irmgard and hopping a bus back to 
the neighborhood. 


I nodded and kicked a foot in time with my MP3 player on the 
ride home. My heart soared along with Donnie Iris. Ah Leah... 


I wondered who called. It occurred to me that all my friends had 
my cell number. Why would they call the house? Probably 
Brenda, I thought. She’s always forgetting people’s numbers. 


Thinking about my friends got my thoughts drifting about 
relationships in general. I wondered how I would handle it when 
Bradley found a new girlfriend. I had no doubt he would, as he was 
just too much of a catch, and neither was I under any illusions 
about our relationship being exclusive. It just wasn’t like that. We 
weren’t planning on getting married or anything weird like that. It 
was as though the love, affection, and desire we’d always felt had 
simply acquired its full expression. Which did not preclude either 
of us having a regular social life. I wondered if he would consider 
sleeping with me cheating if he found a new girlfriend. 


Oh well. I had him to myself, for the time being. 


I dashed through the front door, kicked it shut behind me, threw 
away my knapsack and charged for Bradley’s room. I found him 
there, tapping away at his laptop, and I had to fight myself not to 
tackle-hug him. 


I settled for throwing both my arms around his neck and 
smothering his head against my chest. At the sight of me, his face 
lit up with the most beautiful smile. There is something wonderful 
about someone being genuinely glad to see you, something so 
flattering and heart-warming it almost makes you want to cry. 


We kissed, and my clever brother managed to save his work, shut 
off his computer and close it without interrupting our long smooch. 


I gave him a little extra kiss for good measure, and then said, 
‘T ve got a big surprise for you.” 


With a straight face, Brad looked me in the eye and replied, 
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“It couldn’t possibly be bigger than the one you already gave 


me.” 
I punched his arm. “Smartass. Ill be right back. Don’t move. 
Don’t make me crazy glue your wheels to the floor.” 


“TI be right here.” 


I ran up to my room and stripped down to my underwear. 
Reverently, I opened the box Mom and Dad gave me and removed 
the sexy nurse outfit. 


I slipped it on, and it was a good thing the material was so 
stretchy, because the fit was tight. My bra and panties cast huge 
ridges through the material, and so I decided to go naked 
underneath. I took it off the dress, removed my underwear, and 
then put it on again. Much better. I checked myself out in the 
mirror, delighted at the pure pornography of it. The way it cupped 
and clung and swept over my hills and valleys was sexier than just 
being naked. The tight fabric clearly detailed the puffs of my 
areolas and the jutting points of my nipples. My cock made a huge 
mound in it, lying on its side from the pressure of the garment, and 
snaking its way toward the flange of my hip. It was just so blatant. 
I turned, and the dress hugged and emphasized my backside so 
much, it looked like you could rest a drink on it. I chuckled. I 
checked myself out from every angle, and had to laugh out loud; 
the overall effect was just outrageous. 


I fluffed up my hair and put on my nurse’s cap. I made sure my 
Nurse Kelly nametag was straight, stepped into some tall white 
heels, and swayed down to Bradley’s room. 


His response was everything for which I could have wished. His 
jaw dropped, his eyes popped, and the front of his pants rose. 
Bradley couldn’t speak. 


“Nurse Kelly has come to provide you with some intensive care,” 
I purred, and then strutted over to Bradley’s bedside boombox and 
clicked on its CD player. When I was in there earlier, I had 
discreetly made sure it was cued up to the right song — some 
raunchy, driving, dirty rock and roll by Monster Magnet: Twin 
Earth. 


I see the dead pigs on the highway...not enough-a to feed my soul 


I pursed my lips in a slutty pout, laced my fingers behind my 
head, and let my hips sway with the beat. I had quite the striptease 
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planned. My dick inflated, stretching against its white cotton 
sheath as it ballooned to its full size. 


I undulated, and began slowly pulling down the zipper, gradually 
deepening my cleavage. I thrust my pelvis lazily in Brad’s 
direction. 


Bradley was red in the face, and never looked more delighted. 
His eyes shone and he was mutely shaking his head, shaking all 
over with amazed laughter. 


Then he found his voice again. Bradley whooped. Bradley yelled 
out “Oh yeah!” and blew an earsplitting wolf whistle. Bradley 
laughed for pure joy. 


“Oh my God, Kelly ... that’s ...” 


I never got to know what, because at that moment the doorbell 
rang. I froze. 


Bradley looked toward the sound, then back at me, and promptly 
and keeled over sideways, laughing hysterically. Our family, 
unfortunately, has a finely tuned sense of the absurd. I bit my lip in 
consternation. 


I hoped whoever it was would go away, but no, the damn bell 
kept ringing. Now this was really too much. I stamped one spike- 
heeled foot in frustration, and Brad laughed harder. 


‘TIl be right back,” I snapped at my chortling brother and 
stormed out to the front door. My stiff cock jiggled in place with 
my long strides. I didn’t bother to cover myself up or anything. If 
it was a Jehovah’s Witness, they were in for one hell of a surprise. 


I flung the door open. It was Susan. 


I was so shocked, I couldn’t move. I think we were both stunned; 
me at the sight of her, and she at the sight of me in such an 
outlandish (and revealing!) get-up, but she recovered herself much 
more quickly. 


Her eyes dropped to the bulge in my dress and she licked her lips. 
She stepped inside the door, let her purse drop to the hallway floor, 
and flung herself at me. I was too startled to react; she grabbed the 
hem of my dress and yanked it up. 


My cock popped out, and like a diving heron, she dropped to her 
knees and went down on it. 


Uh - 
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Her mouth immersed my cock in a warm, sucking oasis of oral 
pleasure. I opened my mouth and promptly forgot what to say. I 
mean, what could I say? Mentally, I was two steps back, still 
trying to grasp what Susan was doing here at my house, and now, 
here she was doing this fantastic job of sucking my cock, and I just 
couldn’t think. Possible things to say bubbled in my head, but my 
mind was pretty blinkered at that point. 


What are you doing here? Why are you in my house? Hey, this 
blowjob is killer! 


The front door was still wide open. 


I had enough presence of mind left to lean forward over Susan’s 
busily moving head and brush the edge of the door with my 
fingertips. It slowly swung closed. Two cars and an ice cream 
truck had time to pass by in front of our house before it clicked 
shut, but fortunately, none of them slowed down, or swerved onto 
the lawn or gave any other indication they’d seen us. 


I drew a deep breath. Susan cupped my ass with one hand, and 
the other held the base of my cock in a death-grip. I couldn’t 
dislodge her, so I just went with it and enjoyed. Susan’s eyes were 
closed, and she mumbled and slobbered into my penis. I could 
barely make out what she was saying. 


“Ever since the party -” (ssuck/) “- couldn’t stop thinking about 
you -” (slurp!) “-I haven’t slept ...barely eaten ...” (smack!) “... 
never done it with a girl ...” (gulp!) “... never had anything like 
that ... (mmph/!)... I need it ... need you -” (schlup!) “- Pll do 
anything ... haven’t even looked at a boy since ...” 


“Kelly?” Brad’s voice startled me, calling from his room. “Kelly, 
who is it?” 


“One second, Brad!” 


Susan paused, looked toward the sound of his voice, and then up 
at me. An inspiration hit me. 


I called out to Bradley, “It’s, um ... part two of your surprise!” 
Susan took my cock out of her mouth and pressed it to her cheek 
like a girl with her favorite teddy bear. 


“Please don’t make me leave,” she said in a small voice. She 
looked desperate, underslept and even more haunted than she had 
appeared at the pharmacy. I realized I was the one haunting her. 
She had none of the arrogance in her manner that she had 
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demonstrated with her male friends at Caroline’s house party. 
Without intending to, it looked like I had made a huge impact on 
her life. 


I took another deep breath and got control of myself, and the 
situation. I detached her hands from my penis and tucked myself 
back under my dress. 


“You can stay,” I told her, “if you play along. And don’t question 
anything.” 


I pulled her to her feet and took her into Bradley’s room. I wasn’t 
thinking; I just went with my first impulse. I smiled at Bradley as 
his eyes widened further at the sight of Susan. Susan’s eyes looked 
a little wild, too, and I suppose she had no idea how to handle the 
situation either. 


“Brad?” I said, “meet Phase Two. This is Nurse Susan.” 


She gave a nervous little giggle. Susan was wearing a little black 
skirt and an even smaller black midriff top. 


“We’ll get her a uniform later.” I explained sweetly with a 
nevermind gesture. 


Bradley looked like he’d been clubbed. 


Susan glanced at me, then at Brad, and blushed a little. My 
brother is the best-looking boy at our school, and all the girls are 
crazy about him. 


I swayed over to the boombox in my tall heels and un-paused the 
CD. The grinding, sexual groove resumed and I rolled my hips 
with it, and crooked a finger at Susan. She walked over to me and I 
put my hands on her shoulders — she was almost a full head taller 
than me - and began dancing. Hesitantly, Susan began moving 
with me. 


I looked into her eyes and whispered, “dance with me, bitch,” 
and gave her ass a resounding spank. She gasped, and her 
uncertainty melted. A naughty smile plucked at the corners of her 
lips, and she began wriggling enthusiastically. 


We rubbed up against each other, dirty-dancing nice and close. 
She was warm and soft, and sure knew how to sway hypnotically; I 
picked up on her moves as best I could. She could writhe in such 
erotic, eye-catching ways I honestly forgot about Bradley for a 
minute. 
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“Holy shit,” he said hoarsely, reminding me that he was there. 


Susan followed my lead, and didn’t start running her hands over 
my body until I did the same to her. Our dance became a kind of 
vertical foreplay, incorporating long, stroking touches into our 
moves. My excitement grew, and from the brightness of Susan’s 
eyes and the way her nipples stabbed through her top, I knew she 
was right there with me. She squeezed and hefted my breasts 
through the dress, biting her lip. She brushed the enormous bulge 
of my penis with featherlight fingers. 


I shifted behind her, and fitted my hips to hers. We undulated 
together, and I slunk my hands around her to stroke her tummy, 
and then slide up to cup her breasts through her top. I felt a shiver 
of excitement go through her at the feel of my raging erection 
pressing against her butt. 


“Raise your arms, Susan,” I said, and she did. I grasped the hem 
of her top and pulled it up and off of her. Her beautiful, full breasts 
spilled nakedly into view and I filled my hands with both of them. 
I kneaded their firm, pale softness and pointed her nipples at 
Bradley. I let my finger flick over the silver ring piercing her right 
one. Brad swallowed, and looked thoroughly befuddled. The bulge 
in his pants looked like a rolling pin. 


She glanced over her shoulder at me, an eyebrow raised 
quizzically, and I just smiled. She’d find out how far I intended to 
go soon enough. 


I turned Susan around, and told her, “Unzip me.” 


In the first wet dream I ever had, I was a stripper. Now I was 
again, and I was wide awake to enjoy every second of it. I watched 
Susan’s slender fingers take hold of the tab, and then slowly open 
the front of my nurse’s uniform. My breasts surged into the 
widening gap, and then burst out as the dress opened further. 


Susan glanced up me, and I nodded. “All the way, honey.” 


She opened the dress completely, and I shrugged out of it like a 
coat. I stood bare naked except for my nurse’s cap and white high 
heels. My cock arched upright, bobbing in its muscular urgency. 
Susan touched me lightly, glancing uncertainly back at Bradley. 


I chuckled, and pulled her face into my cleavage. I waggled my 
shoulders, playfully battering her face with my tits. She laughed 
with me, and caught a nipple in her mouth. I ran my fingers 
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through her glossy, blacker-than-black hair and smiled at Bradley 
as she suckled. 


After a moment, I placed my hands on her shoulders and pushed 
down. Susan’s eyes were wide into mine as she obediently sank to 
her knees. 


I moved so that Brad would have a clear view in profile. 
“Watch carefully, Brad. She’s very good at this.” 


I put a hand on the back of her head and guided her slack lips to 
my cock. Whatever reservations she might have had about Bradley 
being there disappeared once she had me back in her mouth. Susan 
closed her eyes and I watched as those full, red lips slip over the 
veiny bulk of my haft. Susan moaned, and furrowed her brow in 
intense concentration as she enjoyed the succulent, mouth-stuffing 
mass of my penis. 


She sucked me so hard, the tendons rooting my pillar stretched 
and stood out in stark white relief against the flushed purplish skin 
of my post, as though she were trying to tear the thing off. My 
whole body felt hot, suffused with pleasure. I threw a sultry glance 
at Bradley. 


“Enjoying the show, bro?” 


He couldn’t even answer. I crinkled my eyes and flicked my 
tongue at him and I squeezed my own breasts. I was a nasty slut, 
teasing Brad that way. 


Susan, my own personal nasty slut, was sucking my cock so well 
that I kept losing myself in the experience, forgetting I was at least 
partly putting on a show. 


With her eyes clenched shut, Susan’s face slid down my shaft ... 
and didn’t stop. Both Bradley and I gasped in amazement as my 
entire cock disappeared down Susan’s throat. She gagged, and 
sucked air through her nostrils, but didn’t back down. She buried 
her face in my sparse red pubes and gulped, constricting my 
engulfed rod with the most exquisite sweetness imaginable. 


“Oh God,” I groaned. Susan was good. 


She pulled back, withdrawing my saliva-soaked prick from her 
mouth entirely. Her eyes were tearing, and she gave a little cough. 
She diffidently removed my hand from my breasts and placed it on 
her head, so that both my hands were gripping her hair. She looked 
up at me with begging, worshipful eyes. 
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“Fuck my face,” she whispered, and took me back in her mouth. 


I was happy to oblige. I began sawing my hips, plunging my fat 
spear into the hot, moist, soft depths of Susan’s throat. She grunted 
and squeaked, but didn’t complain. Her face was red, nearly as 
congested as my cock, and she sucked with such a strong, pulling 
force, that her cheeks caved in from the vacuum. 


I plundered her gullet in long, spit-dripping lunges, and my lower 
belly slapped her face rhythmically. She never complained, even 
when the tears flowed from the corners of her eyes. She groaned 
and burbled as loudly and joyfully as I did. 


I stopped, wrenched my cock free of her mouth, lifted it, and 
presented my vagina to her. Susan’s eyes were huge; she was 
getting quite the up-close and hands-on introduction to my unusual 
body, but still she didn’t hesitate. She dove in and licked my cunt 
eagerly. Her muff-diving skills weren’t quite as honed as her 
blowjob skills, but the sight of that beautiful, haughty face buried 
between my legs certainly made up for it. 


“Lick my clit,” I told her, “here ...” I opened myself and guided 
her tongue with my finger. I sucked in a breath. “Ohhh yeah.” 


Susan wasn’t afraid to dive in and get her face sticky. She learned 
very quickly. I had no complaints at all about the job she did on 
my pussy that first time. Even when I turned around and spread my 
cheeks, she didn’t even pause. She licked my asshole long and 
lovingly; she burrowed her long, muscular tongue up my rectum 
and made me wiggle. 


I was getting too close to the point of no return, and so I had her 
stop. There was still so much I wanted to do. 


“Get up on the bed, Susan,” I told her. “On all fours.” 


We were both panting, and so was Bradley. My gorgeous brother 
looked positively crazed, sitting there in his wheelchair with a 
sheen of spittle shining on his slack lower lip. 


I climbed on the bed behind her. She was still wearing her skirt; I 
reached around her to unbuckle it and pull it off, along with her 
skimpy thong panties. She shifted her weight from one knee to the 
other so I could pull her clothes all the way down her legs and off. 
She was naked but for her big black boots. She looked really sexy 
with them on, contrasting with her porcelain-pale body; she was all 
smooth, gleaming curves with her tight, well-rounded butt in the 
air. The fuchsia lips of her shaven-smooth vagina shimmered 
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with her moisture. Her fully extruded clitoris was a gleaming pink 
pearl. Her breasts hung like ripe fruit, bursting with juicy fullness, 
and I couldn’t resist squeezing one, weighing it in my palm. Susan 
buried her face in the pillow, and her thighs trembled. 


“Oh God,” she whimpered. 


“Easy girl,” I said, stroking her sleek thighs to soothe her. I 
patted her rump. Then I lined up my overwrought erection with her 
scarlet-flushed vulva and squeezed the plummy head of my penis 
into her. 


She cried out. I nearly came on the spot. She was so hot, super- 
slippery, and tight; it was like being gripped by the soft, pudgy fist 
of a giant baby. 


“Easy,” I panted, “Eeeaaasy ...” 


I sank into her slowly, not because I wanted to, but because her 
cunt was so tight it would only allow me in a little at a time. I 
pushed a little ways in, waited to see how she handled it, and then 
eased in a little deeper. I would pause whenever Susan hissed in 
pain. 


“Oh God, Kelly,” she whimpered, “you’re even bigger than I 
remember.” 


I rolled my hips a little to let her adjust to me, and petted her 
back. 


“Good girl,” I soothed, “good girl.” 


“T m sorry Kelly,” she whispered, her voice full of strain, “‘you’re 
just so big...” 


“Its okay honey,” I crooned to her. “T l try not to hurt you. Ease 


ae 


up 


‘T m trying,” she sobbed. She took deep breaths, and we both 
tried to relax. 


I had an inspiration. It occurred to me that being gentle and 
considerate with Susan was the wrong tack. 


I spanked her, really walloping her right bum cheek with my 
open palm. The crack was startlingly loud in the small room. 


Susan yelped, and there was a rush of fluid around me. 
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“Bad girl,” I scolded. I’m sure it must have looked and sounded 
ridiculous — Susan was taller than I was, and older too, at least as 
old as Brad — but it worked. “You’re a bad girl for not letting me 
fuck you.” I smacked her again, leaving an angry red handprint on 
that nice white cheek. 


“Oooooh,” Susan sang out in a high-pitched vibrato. Her passage 
eased, and I slipped freely inside her in a delicious, wet push. 


Susan made a gurgling little sound, and gripped great handfuls of 
Bradley’s sheets so tightly her knuckles whitened. 


“Ahh, in we go,” I sighed. 


Inch after inch of me passed into her snug vagina. As soon as I 
buried myself to the roots, I held myself still and counted one 
Mississippi, two Mississippi, until my orgasm was no longer 
imminent. I tried to remember that the last time I’d had sex with 
her, three boys had fucked her before me. This time, she’d had no 
warm-up. 


When I had myself under control again, I gave Susan a slow, 
tentative thrust, testing her response. She moaned sweetly, and 
didn’t flinch. 


I decided to risk a longer stroke. I pulled out of her clenching 
honeypot one slow millimeter at a time, and then pushed back 
inside with the same excruciating slowness. 


“Okay, Susan?” I asked. 
“Oh yes,” she moaned. “Yes!” 


I gripped her with both hands, my fingers slipping naturally into 
the indentation where her hips met her waist. It was like she was 
ergonomically designed for doggie-style fucking. 


I began a steady, careful tempo that Susan enjoyed tremendously. 
Our genitals made wet smacking and squelching sounds together; 
beautiful music to my ears. 


“Okay Susan?” I asked her again, gasping this time. 
“Yes, yes!” 


Her hips began moving in counterpoint, working back at me. We 
were dancing again, this time much more intimately, moving 
together with a sinuous, flowing eroticism. I humped her, closing 
my eyes as they rolled wildly at the sensations. 
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I heard a long, deep groan. It was Bradley. 


I glanced over at him. He was leaning forward, staring intently at 
the moist connection between Susan and I, the gleam and flash of 
my wet pole splitting her. I grinned at him. 


I twisted my upper body so I was partially facing him; I wanted 
my breasts fully displayed, and for his view of my wide column 
impaling Susan’s straining pussy to be unobstructed. I spanked 
Susan again, making yelp again, making her fuck me back harder. 


“Do you like how I fuck my bitch, Bradley?” I flung it at him 
wantonly, almost like a challenge. “Do you like watching my big 
cock go in and out?” 


“Yeah, Kelly,” he breathed hoarsely, “that is so fucking 
incredible ...” 


I smiled. “Keep watching ...” 


I pulled my cock all the way out, and it exited with a heavy slurp. 
I was so turned on my penis slapped my belly the instant it popped 
free. I was dripping wet, and frighteningly swollen. Susan 
squawked in protest, and I twisted her hips toward Bradley so he 
could fully see the gaping pink mineshaft of her vagina. I had 
spread her so widely it almost looked like I could put my fist inside 
her without the walls of her vagina brushing the sides of my hand. 


“Look,” I said softly. “Isn’t it pretty? Watch ...” I pushed down 
my penis to line up with Susan’s pussy and penetrated her again. 
She closed around me in welcome and gave a breathy moan. 


“In it goes,” I sighed, and matched the deed to the words, “and 
out it goes ...” I slipped clear again. 


“Oh no,” Susan pouted in complaint and tried to prevent me from 
leaving by gripping her pelvic muscles around me, but her own 
copious lubrication defeated her. With a thick sluicing sound, my 
dick unsheathed itself and danced heavily, throwing droplets of 
fluid everywhere. 


“And in.” I cooed, and thrust home. 


This time I kept it in, and picked up the pace. I put my back and 
shoulders into my movements, so my breasts would sway and 
quake dramatically. I wanted to give Brad a great show. I couldn’t 
believe how exciting it was to make such an obscene spectacle of 
myself! 
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The bedsprings began squeaking, and my hips began clapping 
against Susan’s substantial, resilient bum as our sex intensified. I 
gyrated my hips as I thrust, treating Susan to some wondrous 
corkscrew action. 


“Oooh!” 


She shivered. She flushed all about her neck and shoulders, and 
red blotches appeared on her pristine white back. I reached under 
her and massaged her clitoris. I rubbed in little circles, matching 
the beat of my thrusts, and Susan’s moans came louder. I could 
feel her body quicken and then go into spasms. 


She groaned through clenched teeth, and her back arched deeply. 
Her lips parted in that beautiful, oh-so-familiar warbling shriek as 
she cut loose with her first orgasm. 


“Qo00-000-000h ...” 
“Yes,” I cried. “Get it, get it, go get it!” 
“Oh... oh...” 


Susan’s whole body quivered, and her pussy flexed unmercifully 
on my spike throughout her climax. Her cute bum cheeks jiggled 
like Jell-o, and I had to give them another slap. She bucked and 
squealed in joy. 


Finally, panting in huge, ragged breaths, Susan went limp. 
“Oh God,” she gasped, “oh God.” 


She struggled to get her breathing under control, and panted, 
“Even better ... than the first time ...” 


I smiled. 
“Are you ready for more?” I asked her. 


Susan looked at me over her shoulder. Her teary eyes glittered 
with lust and happiness. 


“Yes, Kelly.” 


I began fucking her again. I was searching for my own orgasm 
this time, and I could feel it taking shape in the distance. 


I felt good all over, relaxed and powerful. I breathed deeply. The 
smell of sweat and aroused female bodies choked the atmosphere 
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of that little room like an airborne love drug. I got high off it. I 
think all three of us went a little crazy. 


My passion built gradually. I pitched the dick to Susan in all the 
nasty, knowing ways I knew how to fuck a woman, and, taking a 
page from Dad’s book, really listened to her body and kept my 
own rhythm steady until Susan’s speeded up. Then I pushed her 
hard. 


“Oh shit,” she hissed, her body erupting in gooseflesh and 


tendrils as she tossed her head like a berserk mare. 


I rode her through it, enhancing her pleasure and prolonging her 
ecstasy with long, underslung strokes that ground down on her G- 
spot. 


I gazed down upon Susan as she shattered into orgasm, again and 
again, and I felt a sublime satisfaction steal over me. Right then 
and there, I felt a profound sense of the rightness of things. 


This is what I was born to do. 


I caressed Susan all over, and my hands slipped easily through 
the candy-glaze of sweat that covered her hot skin. I sighed in 
enjoyment, luxuriating in the feel of her nakedness. 


Mine. 


“Come for me again, bitch,” I commanded her breathlessly. “I’m 
not done with you yet.” 


“Uhhh ...” Susan’s eyes were half closed and glassy. Her mouth 
was slack and a string of drool ran from its corner. She was so 
beautiful it drove me nuts. I blinked some perspiration out of my 
eye, tossed my hair to clear my line of sight, and realized I was just 
as sweaty as she was. 


I fucked her hard, gripping her by the handles of her hipbones 
and drops of sweat went flying from the wet slap of my hips on her 
ass. 


The poor girl was nearly insensible. When she came again, all 
she could do was moan and twitch. Her nectar dripped out around 
me, and her cunt pulsed weakly. It was enough. My toes began 
curling, and my long-denied climax reared its starry head. 


“Ahhhhh,” I breathed. Then all the smugness went out of my 
voice and it rose uncontrollably into a scream. I let go completely, 
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and lost myself in the wonderful, spurting firestorm that blew 
through me into Susan. All my muscles seemed to clench and relax 
in time with my bursts and my cunt quivered and overflowed with 
my Own pungent syrup. 


I collapsed on top of Susan, and she collapsed under me, 
moaning and trembling. I lay full-length upon her with my breasts 
squashed against her sticky back. My thighs shook as I shot 
swimming pools of sperm into her. I could feel the excess ooze out 
around me, and bubble up around her portal. My hips gave little 
involuntary thrusts as the dying spasms of my release cascaded 
through us. 


I gave a long, drawn-out moan of contentment. 
“Oh God, Kelly,” mumbled Susan. “Kelly.” It was a statement. 


“Yes baby,” I affirmed, stroking her hair. She was taller than me, 
and older than me. I owned her and she knew it. She knew it, and 
she accepted it. 


We lay there together, sated and gorgeous; my tan body dark 
against her white one, my white pumps contrasting with her shiny 
black spike-heel boots. 


Then Bradley’s voice intruded. “Kelly ... please ...” 


He was sweaty and disheveled. The huge bulge in his pants was 
visibly throbbing. He looked like he was in agony. 


I lifted myself up off the soft bed of Susan’s body and my big 
breasts uncoupled with her sticky back with a disgusting smacking 
sound. I let my soft, thick organ slip out of her. Schlip. Susan 
made a disappointed little sound as it left. I patted her ass. 


“We still have work to do, baby.” 


I flopped bonelessly from the bed to my knees beside Brad’s 
wheelchair. I lowered the right armrest, and then the left. I looked 
over my shoulder at the bed. 


“Over here, Susan.” 


Susan slithered out of bed and joined me. She knelt down on the 
other side of Brad’s chair. Her eyes were sleepy, but curious. 


I undid Bradley’s shorts and let his big battering ram leap out. 
Susan gasped. 


“Jesus! He’s almost as big as you!” 
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I gripped Brad’s fat stalk and wagged it at Susan. 


“My brother needs a little help,” I said softly. “You know what to 
do. Get busy.” 


Susan glanced up at Bradley, then at me. 


“This is the weirdest, most wonderful time I’ ve ever had,” she 
said softly. Then she ovalled her pretty red lips and slipped them 
over Bradley’s swollen-tight head. He groaned, and for a second I 
thought he was going to come instantly, but he kept it together, and 
let out his breath in a long sigh. 


I bent my head down and licked his balls. My red head and 
Susan’s black one bobbed and bumped over Bradley’s lap as we 
worked away. Susan’s long black hair tickled the side of my face 
as she slurped him in and out. Brad’s balls were super-swollen, and 
very sweaty, just the way I like them. I sucked his balls, and felt 
them draw up tight to his pubis. 


I rose up and kissed him. He groaned into my mouth. 


“Bradley,” I told him, “let me know when you’re going to come, 
okay?” 


“Okay,” he croaked. 
I took hold of his penis. “Gimme,” I smiled at Susan. 


She rose up off of him, and her eyes were very wide indeed as I 
bent down and sucked my brother’s cock. 


“Ohhh, God.” Bradley’s head rolled back, and his eyes closed. I 
opened my throat to him, and took him all the way down to his 
crisp brown curls. 


“Wow,” moaned Susan. 


I sucked up and down, and Susan dipped her head to give 
Bradley’s balls a tongue-lashing. 


“Oh God, Bradley grunted. “Kelly — now ...” 
“Up, Susan,” I ordered her. “Brad - look at us ...” 


I grabbed Brad’s pole with both fists and jerked him off. Susan 
and I put our heads together, cheek to cheek, with both our faces 
turned toward Bradley. I opened my mouth, and beckoned with my 
tongue. Susan immediately did the same. I aimed his cock at us. 
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“Come, Bradley,” I husked, “give it to us ...” 


Bradley screamed, and jerked in his chair like a man being 
electrocuted. Great sticky gouts of white goo jetted all over 
Susan’s face and my own. His cum was so warm. I could feel 
every pulse travel up his mighty post through my fists. I swung his 
cock back and forth like the barrel of a machine gun, so that both 
Susan and I both would be equally covered. 


His beautiful blue eyes, the same color as Mom’s, were wide as 
saucers. We were truly blowing his mind as well as his cock. 


Brad’s orgasm was huge, as was to be expected after such a 
lengthy and delightful floor-show. He hosed us down with a 
delicious cum-fountain, and as I expected, stayed stiff afterwards. 
First me, then Susan dipped our heads to lovingly suck Brad clean. 


“Oh my God,” he gasped hoarsely, “oh my God.” 
“Still with us Brad?” I asked teasingly. 
“I’m so gone,” he moaned. “Please leave a message at the beep.” 


Susan was a gorgeous mess; grand ropes of Brad’s lucent cream 
draped across her cheeks, her open mouth, even her forehead. A 
criss-cross of sperm lay on her extended tongue like the frosting of 
a hot-crossed bun. From the way she laughed at me, I knew I was 
just as completely bespermed. I touched my face to assess the 
damage, and I had to laugh too — I was covered. There was even 
sperm on my nurse’s cap and in my hair. 


Brad was laughing too, but not in a mean way — I doubt if 
Bradley has any meanness in him at all — but rather in total joy and 
amazement. I knew that feeling, when you can’t believe anything 
could feel so good, you just have to laugh out loud. I felt a calm 
glow of euphoria that I had made Bradley feel this. 


Mission accomplished, I thought to myself. 


Except — there was a simmering heat between my legs, and 
Bradley’s cock was still rigid. I hadn’t been fucked yet, and 
Bradley needed more. 


I kissed Susan, and we sloppily swapped sperm. We both giggled 
at the messy nastiness of it. Then I kissed Bradley, and gave him a 
sticky face, too. I crooked my finger at Susan, she hesitantly raised 
her face to Bradley’s, and they kissed for the first time. It made me 
feel nice. 
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I interrupted their kiss so I could peel off Brad’s T-shirt and 
Susan’s mouth made a little ‘o’ at the sight of all those muscles. 
Without any prompting from me, she ran an appreciative hand over 
Bradley’s stomach and chest. 


I said, “Gorgeous, isn’t he?” and Susan nodded. At that point, 
Bradley very kindly passed us a box of tissues, and Susan smiled. 


“Considerate, too,” she said as we wiped our faces clean. 


Once we were more or less back in order, I dipped my head to 
nibble at Brad’s pectorals and I sucked at one of his tiny nipples. 
Susan automatically began sucking his other one. Brad sighed, and 
gave another one of those amazed chuckles. His penis lurched. 


I gave his nipple one last little love-bite, and then stood up. 


“T think it’s high time you got up on your bed, Bradley Jefferson 
Ramsey,” I said. “We’re going to ride you until you can’t be 
ridden anymore.” 


“Oh man,” Brad chuckled again and shook his head. “Should I be 
frightened?” 


I laughed. “Very.” 


Bradley rolled over to his bedside and hoisted himself onto his 
bed. 


“These sheets are really warm,” he said matter-of-factly. 
“They’re gonna get warmer,” I promised him with a smile. 


With a little help from Brad, I pulled down his baggy cargo 
shorts over his legs and got them off. I carefully mounted the bed 
and straddled him, staying very aware of his casts. I lowered 
myself onto his upright penis. 


Ahhhh. I was positively creamy with arousal, and Brad slid up 
into me like the proverbial hot knife into butter. I sank down, 
feeling his hefty cock fill my tight cavity all the way to the top and 
then my asshole came to rest on his balls. There was no pain, and 
very little strain; my whole body was languid with sex. My penis 
snapped to its full erectness, and began to throb. 


“Oh yeah,” I breathed. 


I rose and fell, and my cock bobbed with my movements. 
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Susan sprawled out in Bradley’s vacated wheelchair and watched 
us. Her fingers moved between her legs, and her brown eyes were 
wide. 


“Oh wow, that’s so hot. I’ve never seen a brother and sister do 
it.” 


I laughed, “Stick around,” I told her. 


Brad looked at her with half-closed eyes. “Come over here,” he 
said, “and get on my face.” 


Bradley’s voice (like Dad’s) is so deep and sexy and compelling 
that Susan got up without thinking and stepped toward the bed. 
Then she thought to look at me, and I smiled and nodded. She 
cupped her pussy and hesitated, glancing back at Brad. 


“I still have ... a lot of Kelly’s stuff in me ...” 
Brad smiled. 
“I don’t mind. Come here.” 


“God,” moaned Susan as she mounted the bed, “you guys are so 
kinky!” 


Susan straddled Brad’s shoulders, facing me, and carefully 
lowered herself. She gasped as he started licking — I guess she was 
still pretty sensitive — but then moaned a little and smiled. I knew 
what kind of oral skills my brother possessed. I smiled back at her. 


Maintaining my up-and-down movement, I reached out and 
played with Susan’s breasts. I squeezed them, and brushed my 
thumbs over her nipples, which stuck out like thimbles. She 
returned the favor, cupping and kneading my big jugs. 


I could hear Bradley sucking away, and the thought that he was 
greedily consuming all the cum that I shot into her excited me. 
Susan moaned loudly. I leaned forward and licked each of those 
cute nipples, before giving each one a good long hard suck. Her 
fingers were in my hair, cupping my head close to her bosom. 


“Oooooh,” she shivered. 


My cock throbbed, jealously demanding the same kind of 
attention my stuffed-full cunt was receiving. I leaned back. 


“Susan,” I said, “lean forward. Put your hands on the bed.” 
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Susan’s eyes met mine, and she caught my intent. She bowed 
down, keeping her hips planted firmly on Bradley’s face, and 
planted a palm on the bedspread to either side of his torso. Her 
long black hair brushed over the muscles of his belly and she bent 
her head to take my cock in her mouth. 


“Ah yes,” I said. “Suck it.” 


Her lips slipped down my fat shaft, wetting me with her saliva. 
Her cheeks drew in, and I crooned my approval. 


I kept moving up and down, fucking myself on Bradley’s penis 
and fucking Susan’s mouth with the same motion. She closed her 
eyes and a look of complete peace passed over her face. I cupped 
Susan’s perfect breasts and massaged them. 


I couldn’t help speeding up. My body felt so good, I just wanted 
more, and faster. We were a perfect circle, each giving, and 
receiving pleasure in turn, and the energy passed through us in a 
hot circuit. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed. 


Susan came first. I sensed her erratic movement, and then she bit 
me — not hard enough to hurt — and pulled her mouth off my spike 
so she could gasp and groan without the obstruction of my cock. 


Her face scrunched up in a look of real anguish and then — “Ooo- 
ooo-oooh!” — relaxed into total bliss. 


Like a chain reaction, Bradley groaned up into her pussy, and 
then I felt his cock swelling and spurting inside me. I grabbed 
Susan’s head and thrust it back down on my cock, and reached 
down between my legs to rub my clitoris. I squeezed Bradley’s 
spouting dick within me, and then I came, every muscle twitching 
and shuddering. Susan moaned and swallowed, still coming herself 
as I ejaculated into her mouth. 


“Mmmph,” she moaned, as though savoring something 
unimaginably delicious, “mmmm.” 


I felt Brad’s cock soften inside me. My penis and vagina were 
suddenly just too sensitive, and I gently pulled Susan’s head off 
me and carefully raised myself off of Bradley. I sat on the side of 
his bed, unconsciously assuming Mother’s posture: legs crossed 
demurely, hands folded in my lap. 


Susan dismounted Bradley’s face and kissed him. I saw tongues 
slither between lips as they shared my cum. 
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“Delicious, isn’t she,” Susan said to him. She threw me a shy 
glance. 


“Damn right,” answered Brad, and kissed her again. 


I reached over and grasped his sopping wet cock. I squeezed it, 
and a white droplet welled up in his urethra. I leaned over and 
licked it away, and Bradley shivered. 


I swallowed, and asked him, “One more time, Brad?” 
“Sure,” he said, and grinned through his flushed, sweaty face. 


I sucked his cock clean, and then kept on sucking until it fattened 
and stiffened up to full mast again. I took my mouth away so I 
could admire him. What fascinates me about penises, my own and 
others’, is the dramatic changes they go through. I love watching 
and feeling them go from their small beginnings to their fully 
overblown size. I could spend hours getting to know all the 
different plateaus of hardness they go through all way to 
completion, and then spend more hours investigating their 
subsiding, post-orgasm states as well. 


I jacked Bradley off for a while and caressed his balls. Then I 
beckoned to Susan. 


“Your turn, Suze,” I said. 


Her sweat had plastered her hair to her scalp. Tiny curls clung to 
her neck, and the side of her face. Bradley and I looked the same, I 
was sure, but still, my companions were beautiful to me, and Susan 
never more so than when she smiled and said, “yes, Kelly.” 


Susan took the same care that I took when mounting my brother. 
Her lips puckered and her breath whistled as she slid her cunt 
down Brad’s post. Both she and Bradley let out long “Aaaah’s” as 
she successfully sheathed him in her moist, silky insides. 


As for me, I watched. I decided I had been a performer enough 
for one night. I sat in Brad’s wheelchair and feasted my eyes. A 
wide, indulgent smile spread across my face as I gazed at my 
brother and Susan bounce and wiggle for my entertainment. It was 
beautiful to look at; even if I didn’t get hard again, there was 
something just so aesthetically pleasing about watching those 
young naked bodies at play that I didn’t need to beat off to enjoy 
it. 


As it turns out, I did get hard again, and as Bradley and Susan 
finished off their own bout, I stood and gave them both a standing 
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ovation — the sticky, spermy kind, delivered point-blank all over 
their bodies. Then I licked them clean. 


Susan collapsed and rested her elbows on the bedside. 


“God, Kelly, I’m dying for a smoke. I think I left my purse in 
your hall ...” 


“Sure,” I said. 


“... But in the backyard, Susan,” Bradley said firmly. “This is a 
non-smoking house.” 


Susan looked at me, and I shrugged and nodded. I was a little 
miffed at Brad giving orders like that, but he was the older sibling. 
Also, I sort of knew Mom and Dad would have a fit if they came 
home to a house reeking of cigarette smoke. It was the right call. 


“Okay.” Susan pulled on her top, and then stepped into her skirt, 
sans panties. “Ill be right back. Don’t start again without me.” 


She kissed me, and then Brad. She walked unsteadily out of the 
room. We heard her scoop up her purse and then her footsteps 
receded through the house. The sliding door opened and shut 
behind her. 


“God, Kelly,” Bradley said, “she’s fantastic. How did you hook 
up with her?” 


I giggled. “At a house party.” 
We heard the distant click of her lighter. 


“T ve heard about her,” Bradley said. “She’s got quite the 
reputation.” 


“What can I say?” I said with a toss of my head. “I like bad 
girls.” 


“And they love you,” Brad said, with a rueful shake of his head. 
“Seriously, though ... tonight was great and everything, but she’s 
not gonna tell anyone, right? You can trust her?” 


I thought of the adoring neediness in Susan’s eyes when she 
looked at me. She’d found a great thing in me, and she surely 
wouldn’t want to spoil it. 


“She’s in love with me,” I answered truthfully. “Or she thinks she 
is. I trust that.” 
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“Fair enough,” Bradley seemed satisfied. 


I found it amusing that suddenly my secret had become our 
secret. I touched Brad’s chest. 


“She’s okay, Brad. Don’t worry about it. Just enjoy.” I thought of 
something Mom often said. 


‘T ve got a good feeling,” I told him. 


www 


There was more, of course, as that late afternoon eased into night. 
We had a huge sushi dinner which Susan ordered (“Pizza?” she 
asked, wrinkling her nose. “Get out of the frathouse, sweetie. I 
know this great place ...”), and we all ate like wild beasts. 


True to my word, Susan and I did ride Bradley until he couldn’t 
be ridden anymore, which in practical terms meant 3 more orgasms 
for Bradley, 6 more for me, and God knows how many for Susan. 
Once we got her going, she just kept on climaxing and climaxing. 
The high point of the evening for me was when Bradley and I 
penetrated Susan together; she sat on Brad’s cock, facing away 
from him, and I straddled Brad’s stomach to slip my dick up her 
ass. When we all came together at the end of that one, I had to hold 
Susan up by the arms to prevent her from collapsing headlong on 
Bradley’s casts. 


By the end of the evening, we were all nearly too exhausted to 
stand up straight, but like dutiful nurses, Susan and I gave Bradley 
a thorough sponge bath before staggering into the shower 
ourselves. 


Susan and I slept together, naked, up in my room. At one point 
near dawn, I woke up to find that she had my soft penis in her 
mouth. She was fast asleep, and unconsciously nursing on me like 
a huge pacifier. Her face was so peaceful and content. I stroked her 
hair gently, and then went back to sleep myself. 
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Chapter Ten: Spank you Kindly 


After a long, dreamless sleep, I woke up to a pleasant sensation: 
my dick was rigid with my usual morning erection, and Susan was 
busy sucking it. 


“Mmmm,” I smiled, and stretched. She was sprawled on her belly 
between my legs with a bare foot idly circling in the air. Her eyes 
crinkled at me when she saw I was awake. She winked. 


Now this is how I like to wake up, I thought. I wiggled my fingers 
hello at her and said, “Good morning.” 


“Guh muh-uh’,” replied Susan, without removing her mouth. 


I watched her pretty face rise and fall, and then spread and lifted 
my legs. I hooked my elbows around the crooks of my knees, and 
pulled them back to my chest. This spread my crotch open as wide 
as could be. 


“Susan, my pussy, please.” I was feeling indolent and luxurious. 
It tickled me to be able to ask for service in this way. 


Without hesitation, Susan took her mouth off my penis and licked 
down its shaft to the soft wet tissues below it. I pulled back tighter 
on my knees, which rolled my pelvis directly up into her mouth. 
She licked me up and down, from my anus to my clitoris, and my 
insides fluttered in rapture. Her tongue delved into my vagina, 
twirling about my oh-so-sensitive inner lips, and then laved down 
between my cheeks to the rosy pucker there. 


My hips-up posture had my cock sprawled on my belly, and 
Susan palmed it, jerking me off backhand as she gave me the 
sweetest rimjob I think I’ve ever had. 
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For a while, I just swam in pleasure; then Susan reared up and sat 
on her calves. She kept her hand moving on my cock, and just 
stared between my legs as her other hand busied itself with my 
other treasures. She touched my clitoris, toyed with my labia, even 
slid a finger inside my vagina, which brought an approving 
“hmm!” from me. Her moistened thumb rolled around the wrinkles 
of my asshole, smoothing them out in turn as the pad of her digit 
passed over each tiny ridge. 


“Kelly,” she said in a broken, amazed little voice, “I cannot 
believe your body. You are just a ... feast.” Her hand left my 
penis to roam up over my breasts. She tweaked each standing-tall 
nipple. “I could look at you, and touch you, all day.” 


“No objections here,” I said with a grin. 


Then both her hands left me and dropped into her lap. She stared 
at them. I tried to hide my disappointment. 


“Susan?” I asked tentatively. 


“T just ...” she bit her lip. “I just don’t know what I’m doing 
here!” 


She left the bed and stared out the window with her arms crossed 
below her breasts. She was quite a distracting sight. Her nipple 
ring flashed in the morning sunlight. 


“I mean,” she waved her hands, “You and Brad are great, I’m not 
complaining or anything, it’s just that ...” she stopped. I guessed 
she was trying to figure out what she was saying herself. 


“I have no control here!” she finally burst out. “Every time I’m 
with boys, even when I give up control, that’s fine, because it’s 
what I want.” She was talking very fast. “I know what I’m doing — 
I know what they’1l do and what they won’t do. Here ...” She 
made a helpless gesture. “When I came here yesterday, I was so 
desperate to have you, I was planning to blackmail you. How 
rotten is that? I thought I could control you by, you know, do what 
I say or else P’ ll have A Current Affair at your door. And I could 
too, my Mother’s husband works for the networks. And then when 
you opened the door ... in that totally hot outfit ...” 


She sniffled, and wiped a tear away angrily. “The next thing I 
know, I’m down on my knees, and it’s so humiliating, and I don’t 
care, as long as you don’t throw me out!” 
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“Well,” I said, a little stunned, “first off, you couldn’t blackmail 
me that way. I don’t intend to keep my little secret ... a secret ... 
my whole life.” 


Susan sniffled again. “Really?” 


“Try me,” I said evenly. “I'll walk down this street naked right 
now, if you have any doubts.” 


“Yeah,” she said, with a miserable note of agreement. “I don’t 
know what I was thinking. Especially after seeing you in the back 
lot at Northside Corners.” She shook her head. “I can’t get over 
that. Seeing you naked out there ... in the middle of that parking 
lot ... I thought I was having a vision.” 


“T was having a significant moment,” I said with a smile. 


“Some moment,” snorted Susan with the ghost of a smile, “I 
thought I was gonna pass out!” 


I held out a box of tissues to her, and with a muttered “thanks,” 
she took a couple. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose. She 
seemed so upset, I felt bad for her. Even her admission about 
intending to blackmail me didn’t bother me. I mean, if she had 
gone through with it, it might be a different story. ’'d have kicked 
her out on her ass right then and there. 


Susan sat down on the corner of my bed. “I’m not used to this.” 
“This?” I asked politely. 


“All this,” she replied with a vague wave. “Having all these ... 
feelings. It’s like being on a runaway train. I’ve never been one of 
those girls to get all obsessive. Kelly, I’m so sorry.” She began 
crying again. 


I went to her and hugged her. She buried her face in my neck and 
sobbed. My penis, with its usual complete disregard for the 
situation, throbbed and bobbed indignantly at the sex stoppage. 
Oh, go away I thought at it. 


I thought of the way I felt for Bradley, and my parents, the kind 
of selfless, do-anything-anywhere-anytime sexual commitment I 
had for them. I was all too familiar with having feelings that were 
bigger than I was. It could be scary, sure, but then again, I loved 
and trusted Bradley, Mom, and Dad completely; they were family. 
I had a sudden insight into the kind of dreadful uncertainty Susan 
must be feeling, having such an overwhelming need for someone 
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who was basically a stranger, and who may not have the same 
feelings for her. 


And the truth was I didn’t. Susan was not my whole world. She 
was gorgeous, I had often fantasized about her at school, and the 
reality of having sex with her was certainly no disappointment, but 
beyond the feelings of affection and growing friendship that last 
night created, I couldn’t honestly say I loved her, or that I couldn’t 
live without her. 


But that might change a deep, wise part of me said. 


“Okay,” I said. “Let’s start over. My name is Kelly Elizabeth 
Ramsey. I was born on December 10, 1989, and I’m very pleased 
to meet you, Susan.” I shook her hand. 


Susan gave a weepy laugh. “Sagittarius. Well that explains it. ?m 
an Aries. No wonder we’re so sexually compatible.” 


I laughed. “If you say so.” I brushed a lock of that fine dark hair 
away from her face. “So, Susan ...” I blinked. “I just realized I 
don’t know your last name.” 


“It’s Greer,” she sniffed. 


“Pleased to meet you Miss Greer,” I said in my most professional 
voice. She responded with a genuine laugh. 


“The pleasure’s all mine, Miss Ramsey.” 


“Okay.” I clasped her hand between mine. “Susan ... your 
feelings for me... can we talk about them?” 


She nodded. “I want to.” She calmed herself down, and gathered 
her thoughts. 


“That night at the party ... my God. You absolutely rocked my 
world.” 


She was silent for a bit. 


“I never did it with a girl before. I’m used to boys. Boys, most of 
them, are stupid. You have to show them how to do everything. 
Brad’s not like that,” she put in hurriedly, giving me an anxious 
glance, to which I just nodded and gestured for her to continue. 


“But that’s what I like about them, you know?” she went on. 
“That I’m always in charge. Even when they think they’re taking 
advantage of me, it’s only because I let them.” She stared into 
space for a bit, I think trying to put her thoughts into words. 
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“But you ...” she said eventually, “it was like you could read my 
mind. You knew exactly what I wanted before I even knew I 
wanted it. I didn’t have to tell you anything. I mean, I was learning 
new things from you!” 


I smiled. I tried to keep the smugness out of it, but I don’t think I 
succeeded. 


“Tt was like you knew me without even knowing me.” 


“Which makes perfect sense, when you think about it,” I broke 
in. “I do have some of the same equipment as you, you know. I’m 
a girl.” 


She nodded, and said, “For the first time, someone else was 
really in charge. And it was scary, and ... totally fantastic. It 
changed my life. I ... I still get wet when I think about that night. 
And then ...” She took a breath. 


“At the end ... when you lay down on me ... and all of a sudden 
there’s these tits against my back ... and I didn’t know what to 
think ...” 


I giggled at that, and then after a startled glance at me, Susan did 
too. It felt good to laugh with her, to share a memory. 


“I mean, at first I thought you were some girl with a strap-on, but 
that cock was definitely flesh and blood. It came in me. It was 
some girl ... who had a dick. I thought I was going crazy. I can’t 
tell you how freaked out I was.” 


I had a sobering moment when my brain drew an unpleasant little 
parallel between Susan and Bradley. I had shocked them both so 
badly. 


I cleared my throat, “Yeah, um ... sorry about that ...” 


Susan’s brown eyes were very clear. “Don’t be. Anyway, after 
that night, that’s all I could think about. It was like ... everything 
changed for me. My boyfriends kept calling, but I didn’t have time 
for them. I thought about you, dreamed about you constantly. I 
tried to find out from Caroline who had been at her party, but so 
many people brought friends, and their friends brought friends ...” 
She shrugged. “I tried, but it was useless. I stayed home and 
masturbated all summer.” 


I smiled. “Until last week. The drugstore.” 
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“Yeah. The minute I heard you cough behind me, I knew. And 
then ...” Her eyes became distant, replaying the memory. “After, 
in the parking lot, once I was certain I wasn’t hallucinating ... I 
can’t tell you how relieved I was. I wasn’t going crazy. I didn’t 
imagine what happened at the party. You were real.” 


“That I am.” We giggled again. 


“After that ... I couldn’t just ask someone for your phone 
number. I didn’t want anyone to know I was after you. I didn’t 
want to share you with anybody.” She twirled a lock of her hair on 
a finger, and said, “I know this sounds very stalker-ish, and I’m 
sorry. I just had this nightmare of finally finding you, and a bunch 
of girls had already laid claim to you.” 


I laughed out loud. J should be so lucky! The thought of me being 
the sexual property of a gang of my peers was just hysterical. 


It occurred to me then, with the sudden totality of a great 
revelation, that if I were writing my life as fiction, it would be 
more writerly to cast Susan as the villain. With her dark hair and 
imperiously sculpted face, she certainly looked the part. If her 
blackmail attempt were successful, that would provide a fitting 
peril from which our heroine (me!) could then break free. It would 
be even better fiction if Susan were the queen of a pack of mean 
girls who would all use me for their pleasure, in orgies of 
degradation that I would secretly enjoy, to my eternal shame (yuk- 
yuk). Thereby providing an even stronger motivation for me to 
trounce them, of course. 


Like my penis, a writer’s imagination is not something that you 
can switch off at will. A story burst into my head at that point, 
fully formed and vivid as my real-life memories of Caroline’s 
house party. It sounds really insensitive, being in the middle of 
such an important conversation, but all of a sudden I was very far 
away. I got a grip on myself and shelved it, of course, and gave 
Susan my full attention again, but a story nags at you until you 
write it out. l ve since done that, and I may as well include it here 
among all my other indiscretions. 


Kelly’s Basement Debasement 


A short story by Kelly Ramsey 
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I came to slowly, my eyes groggily adjusting to the dim light of 
the gym storage basement. I tried to get up, but could only make it 
up onto my knees; there were cuffs around my wrists and ankles. 
Old gym mats padded the floor beneath me. Something chafed at 
my neck; a spiked leather dog collar chained me to a radiator via 
five feet of heavy steel links. I was naked. 


Drugged, I thought hazily. They drugged me ... 
“Well hell-o, sleepyhead,” came Susan’s hated voice. 


I strained my eyes. Rectangular sprays of sunlight slanted in 
through the windows set high on the walls, cutting through the 
darkness. Dust motes danced in the beams, turning them into 
solid bars of gold, blurring the illuminated figures like phantoms. 


Susan was there, and the whole squad, dressed to kill in the brief 
blue-and-gold tops and skirts of their cheerleader uniforms. Some 
of them were still carrying their pom-poms. 


“Glad you’re back with us,” Susan smirked. She strode forward, 
grasped me by the hair and yanked my head back. I had no choice 
but to stare up into those cruel, hypnotic brown eyes. 


“Are you going to be a good puppy today, Kellzy-wellzy?” Her 
voice was sweet, and cloyingly seductive. I tried to clear my throat 
to speak, but I couldn’t find my voice. I was terrified and 
humiliated at being exposed to all of them in this way. I wished my 
penis was out of sight, but it lay draped like a giant boa over my 
thigh, blatant and slothful as ever. 


I needn’t have bothered answering her. Susan dragged my head 
up and down in a mockery of agreement. 


“That’s goooood,” she cooed. “You know what good puppies do, 
don’t you? They lick.” 


Susan, and all the other girls lifted their little cheerleading skirts. 
They were all naked beneath. A ring of bare pussies surrounded 
me. 


My nose twitched. I could smell their eagerness, the tempting 
musk of young, aroused womanhood, and my penis, my Judas, 
twitched along with my nose. 


I felt the hot rush of lust in my loins; my organ swelled and rose 
up, vertebra by vertebra, until it was horribly upright. 


“Oh no,” I moaned, “please no.” 
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I heard the girls exclaiming and giggling over the obscene 
display before them. I flushed with shame. 


Susan muffled my moans by shoving her cunt in my face. “Eat 
it,” she hissed, her eyes sparkling with lust and evil, “first me, and 
then all the others.” 


Her dainty black bush tickled my nose and her vagina spread 
against my mouth and chin. She was soft, hot and very wet. The 
fumes of her arousal made me dizzy. 


“Lick, doggie,” she ordered. “Or the whole world will know your 
secret.” 


I felt all resistance sag and melt away inside me in an 
overwhelming tide of despair. My tongue slid out into her waiting 
vulva and I began licking her. 


She was succulent, damn her. I closed my eyes so they wouldn’t 
see them roll with pleasure as her pussy melted in my mouth. 


She sucked in a startled breath — she wasn’t expecting it to feel 
that good, I guess — and I whimpered in horny misery as I resigned 
myself to the task at hand. 


“Yes, that’s it ... suck it like a good little bitch.” 


Susan’s gloating voice was hateful, but her body was dizzying, 
and her tasty cunt was delightful, especially when I made it flex 
and sizzle. 


“Ooo-o00-00h ...” she moaned, and her thighs shook, as I knew 
the bitter triumph of bringing my chief tormentor to orgasm. 


The girls crowded around me, bumping hips in their impatience. 


“Me next ... me next ...” I heard them calling, giggling and 
panting with excitement. 


My penis throbbed and bounced in anguished neglect as I sucked 
cunt after cunt. Some of the vaginas sported nice full bushes, some 
had piercings, some were trimmed, and some waxed bare. I ate 
them all; I made them all come hard. My jaw was sore by the time 
the last girl, a particularly piquant Latina with flashing dark eyes, 
flooded my face with her sweet fluids. 


My wrists were uncuffed. “Are you going to be good?” Susan 
demanded. I could barely manage a dejected nod. 
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They pushed me onto my back and took a smaller dog collar — 
probably for someone’s beagle or Jack Russell — and buckled it 
around the root of my cock. They yanked it cruelly tight. 


“Urk!” I gasped. My cock swelled above the tourniquet, and 
turned an alarming shade of purple. 


“Now hold still,” Susan said huskily. The room was quiet now, 
and hot, and close with concentrated lust. Susan straddled me, and 
all around me, girls dropped their skirts, and pulled off their tops. 
Naked cheerleaders anxiously fingered themselves as they watched 
Susan lower her pussy onto my bloated spear. 


The girls held their collective breath as my fat, rubbery head 
eased between Susan’s labia and inch after inch of shaft followed 
up into her soft, sucking quagmire. Both of us clenched our teeth 
as she covered every inch of my cock with her juices. She grinned, 
sweaty but triumphant, as she touched down in my red pubes. 


“That’s it,” she panted. “Oh yeah. We’re gonna tame that big rod 
of yours, Kelly. We’re gonna make it dance to our tune. And you 
don’t get to come unless we say so.” 


Susan fucked me, bouncing up and down on my prong while her 
cohorts sucked her nipples and rubbed her clitoris. 


“Yes,” she grunted, “yes.” 


I wasn’t left alone either; hands touched me all over, violating 
me. My breasts were squeezed and slapped, and my nipples 
pinched and pulled. Fingers that tasted of freshly juiced teenage 
pussy slipped into my mouth and I had to suck them. And then, as 
Susan climaxed, another girl straddled my face and I was 
smothered in pussy again. I nearly suffocated; I had to lick her 
quickly and skillfully in self-defense so that she would come and 
get off me. 


Susan’s vagina was glorious around my prick - wet, tight, and 
piping hot - yet the collar around my base prohibited me from 
climaxing. When she came, her vagina flexed around me with 
brutal strength, and what was more brutal was that I couldn’t come 
with her. 


With a long moan, Susan pulled her sopping wet cunt off of me, 
only to be engulfed by another, equally tantalizing teenage snatch. 
I only had time to recognize Sherry’s long brunette hair as she 
tossed it out of her eyes before another girl sat on my face, 
encasing my senses in her sweaty, pungent crevasse. 
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My whole body shook with the need to come, but it couldn’t 
happen. Girl after girl mounted me and rode me to orgasm, leaving 
my frustrated penis furious and ready to explode. My whole body 
was flushed and twitching. 


Then, at last, someone removed the cock-ring. The Crawford 
High Cheerleading Squad lounged around me, sated and panting, 
and languidly stroked my body. I was instructed to jack off, and I 
did so gladly. Their fondling hands and murmuring voices taunted 
me. 


“Oooh, look at that ... she’s so big ... can’t believe I had that 
inside me ... her pussy’s so wet, watch, my finger goes in and out 
so easy ... ooh, her knob’s quivering ... it’s so hot, feel it ... not 
long now ... look at all that stuff drip!” 


It was with a huge scream of release that I finally let fly with my 
long-suppressed orgasm. It was transcendent, and I felt of shame 
rush through me along with the intense pleasure, as though I were 
somehow complicit. 


I felt a real satisfaction as I saw several streams of my seed shoot 
so far as to splatter the faces of the girls clustered around me. The 
awful thing was they didn’t seem to mind that much. They laughed 
and wiped it off, and playfully swiped at each other with their 
cummy fingers. 


“Mmm ... taste it ... she’s sweet ...” 


I sprawled back senseless, too exhausted to move, and too 
dispirited to care what happened next. 


I heard the girls file out, and then Susan nudged my cock with the 
toe of her spike-heeled boot. 


“Remember,” she said, “we own you. If you even think about 
calling it quits, your big, bad secret becomes front page news.” 


That got to me. “Please,” I begged, loathing my weakness, my 
cowardice, “please don’t.” 
Susan smirked down at me with great satisfaction. 


“We’ll see you next Wednesday, Kell. Same time, same place.’ 


I flung an arm across my face so I wouldn’t have to see those 
terrible eyes and the vicious, depraved triumph in them. 


The End 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


www 


Oh man. The thought of Susan being a cheerleader, never mind 
the captain of the squad, is just so hilarious. When I finally showed 
the charming little vignette above to Susan, she went into fits of 
laughter. Then she went out and bought a cheerleader outfit. But 
I’m getting ahead of myself. 


That morning, when Susan bared her soul to me I knew it was a 
very delicate moment. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I didn’t want to 
lie, either. 


I touched Susan’s pretty face. Her eyes were so unguarded just 
then, they lay bare all her uncertainty and vulnerability. 


Real life is so unlike fiction. Things work out both more simply, 
and at the same time, more complicated, in the real world. Where 
on earth does a novel go when the main villain of the piece 
surrenders in the first act? But that’s life. It’s messy, and it doesn’t 
conform to storybook conventions of Exposition, Rising Action, 
and Denouement. At least, not outside of bed. 


I’m doing my best, writing this now, months later on the eve of 
my sixteenth birthday, to tell it like it happened, without too much 
authorial polishing. It’s weird though; I keep seeing odd bits of 
symmetry. I guess life does imitate art. 


Susan told me truthfully: “I called up every Ramsey in the San 
Diego phone book. I went through thirty of them before Bradley 
picked up. That’s how I got your address. And here I am.” 


She paused, and took hold of my hand. 


“Kelly ... something I’ ve wondered about for a while now. That 
night at the party ... why did you jump me?” 


I explained about being trapped in the closet, which tickled Susan 
to no end. I was a tiny bit vexed at her giggles. I don’t know why 
people find my discomfiture so amusing. 


Then, of course, Susan asked the inevitable questions about my 
penis, which I patiently answered. I left nothing out. When she 
asked for clarification, I obliged. We wound up talking for hours. 


Susan got all wide-eyed when I went into my sexual awakening, 
my glory hole adventures, and how Brad and my family and I 
came to be intimate. 
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“And if you think ’'m some kind of dickmeister, Susan, just wait 
‘til you meet my father!” 


Susan looked very startled at that announcement. Then she 
looked rather sad. 


“You’re so lucky to have them,” she said. 


“What?” I thought she was talking about my large breasts, for a 
second. My penis kept my distracted mind on sex. 


“Your family,” she said. 


Then Susan really opened up to me. Oh boy. Her life had been 
ten times as hard as mine, even counting my penis. 


Her father and only sibling, a younger brother, who had been her 
mother’s favorite, both died in a car accident when she was seven. 
Her mother never gave a shit about her after that. Her mother went 
through a succession of boyfriends and husbands in the years that 
followed. Most of them ignored her, some of them were 
affectionate to an inappropriate degree. She was grateful for the 
attention, and they exploited that. She began having sex, she 
admitted candidly, “when I was way too young, and with some 
unbelievable sleazebags.” 


She learned how to use sex to get what she wanted, and to make 
herself happy, “or at least get off.” Sex became her best friend, a 
refuge she could always take advantage of, and enjoy. 


Susan impressed the hell out of me. She’d been through some 
awful shit, and for the most part, seemed to take it in stride and had 
an appealingly direct attitude. This, almost as much as her good 
looks and sexual prowess, made her very attractive to me. 


I lusted after many of the other girls my age too, but oy! Could 
they be a pain in the ass. This is why I found the idea of a gang of 
them suborning me sexually so funny; aside from the rare anomaly 
like Susan, none of them had that much sexual initiative. 


Men could be infuriating, and fickle, and driven by whim, but 
once sex entered the picture, they all knew how to get down to 
business. They were refreshingly single-minded on the subject. 
They were much easier to deal with than women. 


I am every inch a girl, but having a penis, I think, gives me a 
unique understanding of the male side of things. I can 
understand, and even empathize with their relentlessly forward 
drive, propelled by the urgency of their erections. When I look 
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within myself, I can honestly say that having this out-of-place 
organ has deprived me of none of my essentially feminine 
sensibilities; at the same time, I think it has given me a much more 
direct, no-nonsense approach to sex and sexuality. I know J want 
to do it, so if you want to do it too, by all means, let’s do it! This 
contrasts strongly with a lot of my high school girlfriends, who 
despite having sex, and having sex often, still have a conflicted 
attitude towards it, dominated by uncertainty and lists of 
infuriating conditions. 


Susan was different; but for all her sexual bravado, I suspect she 
was looking for love and settling for sex, but at least she was 
straightforward about what she liked. 


But hey. I’m an amateur psychologist at best. Hell, I can’t even 
drive yet! I’m still finding out who I am, and I suppose Susan is, 
too. 


I think it’s going to be very fun learning these things together. 


“Susan,” I said carefully, “I won’t say it’s not weird having 
somebody show up and start blowing me on my doorstep ...” 


“Oh God, I know,” she moaned, burying her face in her hands. I 
pulled them away. 


“But,” I said insistently, “T d still like to get to know you better, if 
that’s all right with you.” 


Susan looked so happy I thought she might spontaneously 
combust. All she could do was nod. 


I nodded back. “Okay, then.” My cock was aching, and I really 
needed to address that. “Before we go any further, do you think we 
could work in some snuggle time right now?” 


Susan nodded again, and smiled. “Snuggle Time,” she chuckled. 
“Oh, wow.” 


I had her lie back, and I made love to her. I kissed her, long and 
deeply, and I could feel her quiver under me. I sucked her nipples 
and kissed her from her fingertips to her armpits, giving the 
smooth cups of her elbows special attention. I gave her a necklace 
of lip-prints all around her collarbone. By the time I got down to 
her navel, she was already squirming. 


I nestled down between her legs, spread them, and with a happy 
sigh, ate her pussy. She was delicious, fresh and tangy, and I gave 
her a long slow going-over. I’d never had a chance to indulge 
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myself like this with a girl my age before (Mom was the only other 
woman I’d had), so I really made the most of it. I licked, sucked 
and gently mouthed all her different inner and outer tissues, and I 
savored the subtle variances in texture and taste. I gently coaxed 
the smooth, glassy-hard bud of her clitoris with my tongue until it 
eased forth completely from its foreskin. I encircled it with loving 
licks and delighted in Susan’s moans and quivers. 


Whenever I discovered something that made her pulse race and 
her body twitch, I kept doing it. As her arousal heightened, I did it 
harder. It was really that simple. I felt Susan’s fingers slip 
caressingly through my hair and she raised the overflowing bowl 
of her pelvis more firmly to my mouth. 


Then her hips began jerking, and her fingers tightened, pulling 
painfully on my hair. I knew she was about to come, so I let my 
tongue flutter on her clitoris, battering it lightly with my saliva- 
covered tip. Susan drew in a sharp gasp, and then let it all out ina 
loud cry. Her body pitched under me, and my special girlfriend 
came. From the way her body twisted, it was a spectacular climax. 
A wonderful, warm feeling of accomplishment flowed over me. I 
kept licking, and I had to work fast to keep my mouth attached as 
she jerked and shook. I loved her wild gyrations and her loud, 
plaintive moans. I softened the contact with her clit as her orgasm 
subsided, and gently licked her less sensitive areas as she panted 
through the aftermath. Her juices flowed stronger and more 
pungent and I eagerly slurped them up. 


“Oh, Kelly. Oh, that was beautiful.” 


Her fingers left my head entirely as her arms flopped on the bed 
in a spread-eagle posture. Her breasts heaved, and shone with 
sweat. 


I didn’t stop, and Susan laughed breathlessly when she saw that I 
intended to continue. I love cunnilingus, and it’s something at 
which I don’t get nearly enough practice. 


I think I spent a good hour between Susan’s legs. She certainly 
didn’t complain. She came at least five more times, and as she 
built toward the sixth, I suddenly moved up and plunged my cock 
into that hot, juicy pussy that I had so thoroughly licked, sucked, 
and moistened with many orgasms. 


Susan gave a great whooping gasp as I penetrated her, and flung 
her arms and legs around me. She’s taller than I am, so she had to 
tilt her head down a bit so we could kiss. 
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Her body was soft and supple under me. Her legs felt good 
wrapped around my waist, and as my fat trunk slowly sank into her 
wet opening, she dug her fingernails into my back. I supported 
myself on my elbows and my forearms naturally went under her 
raised biceps, so I could grip her shoulders for purchase. 


Her tongue went crazy in my mouth, wrestling mine with frantic 
passion. As I did my best to kiss her back, I had the odd thought 
(as I often do at times like these) that this was the first time I’d 
ever had sex in my own bed. Another milestone. 


Susan was already on the brink of a climax when I took the 
plunge, and my swift, deep thrust took her over the edge. She 
moaned into my mouth and her pelvis shoved up into mine, 
locking my cock deep inside her. Our breasts squashed together, 
and our tummies did the shimmy. 


Susan is so orgasmic. I love screwing her. The way she screams 
and wails and carries on really makes you feel like the greatest 
lover of all time. I don’t know if it was because of my cheerleader 
fantasy, or the long build up, or just because I always wake up 
horny, but I came way sooner than I should have. I was less than 
thirty strokes into her when all of a sudden, I was past the point of 
no return, and it was my turn to gasp and groan and shake. I shot 
her so full of that good sticky white stuff, and with such force, that 
it practically squirted out around me. 


“Oooh,” sighed Susan with great satisfaction. “What a great start 
to the day.” 


I kissed her, and agreed. “T ll be right back,” I told her. 


I made us some coffee in the kitchen and brought both steaming 
mugs back to my room. Susan exclaimed in pleasure as I brought 
themin. Then, I fetched a warm washcloth from the upstairs 
bathroom and as Susan sipped her coffee, I carefully mopped up 
between her legs. I gave her pussy a kiss once it was squeaky 
clean, and then patted her dry with a hand towel. 


“Thank you Kelly,” she said. From the faintly amazed way she 
said it, I guessed she wasn’t used to a lot of common courtesy in 
her life. I was a little startled; that was the way I was raised and it 
didn’t really occur to me to behave otherwise. I mean, Susan was a 
guest. 


“You’re very welcome, Susan,” I answered. 
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She bit her lip thoughfully. “I guess ... you’re the real deal, huh? 
An actually nice person.” 


That embarrassed me. I looked at the floor and muttered, “I don’t 
know about that. I mean, I try ...” 


Susan gave me a radiant smile, and it unsettled me a little. I had 
an uncomfortable sense of the gulf of experience that separated us. 
I thought of the loss and hurt that she’d experienced and how 
callow my sheltered, happy little life must seem in comparison. I 
wasn’t entirely inexperienced, but I had no scars that could match 
hers, visible or otherwise. 


Then she put her hand on mine. 
“Kelly, believe me, that’s more than most people do.” 


I honestly didn’t know what to say about that. Susan gave my 
hand a squeeze as if to say it’s okay, and we sat for a while, 
sipping our coffee in silence. 


“Does it worry you,” I asked suddenly. “Me having a dick, and 
all?” 


“That doesn’t worry me, Kelly.” She nodded toward my Saturday 
morning cartoon collectible shelf. “That worries me. Why do those 
gorillas have sunglasses?” 


I smiled. “Those are the Banana Splits,” I answered. 


www 


We had a great time with Bradley that day. Now that we were all 
well acquainted, we could just relax and enjoy each other. Susan 
went home briefly to fetch her Polaroid camera, and we had a great 
time using it. She also brought back three 260z bottles of vodka, 
looted from her stepfather’s liquor cabinet, and we had a great time 
using those, as well. The nude pictures I took while, um ... 
entangled with Brad and Susan in the drunken orgy that followed 
were really quite striking. Brad and I didn’t care much for the 
vodka, and so we didn’t drink too heavily, just enough to get good 
and loose. Susan, on the other hand, got hammered. Watching her 
throw back all those cranberry vodka martinis, I got the idea this 
was something she did more often than was good for her. 


Both of us fucked Susan quite a bit, and once while I was just so 
pleasurably engaged, I told Brad the whole story of how I first 
fucked her. He howled with laughter while Susan giggled and 
hiccupped. It was really quite fun bending and twisting her naked, 
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drunk body every which way. Bradley and I even managed to get 
both our dicks up her cunt at the same time, which was intensely 
pleasurable for all of us. Susan loved being double-stuffed, and 
Brad and I got off on the way our pricks rubbed all over each other 
inside her. 


We fucked in every room on the first floor until the whole place 
stank of sex. When Susan said she was dying for a smoke (at the 
time she was mounted on Bradley and bouncing breathlessly) 
neither Brad nor I wanted her to stop and go outside, so we let her 
light up right there. There was something very decadent about 
screwing while your partner was casually puffing away. By 
Sunday evening, we had trashed the place. 


The only downside was that Mom and Dad came home that 
evening. They were a day early. We had no time to straighten the 
place up. They came home to find a decidedly tipsy Brad 
cheerfully flipping grilled cheese sandwiches in the kitchen while 
Susan and I sprawled naked in the guest room, fast asleep and 
covered in cum. The compromising Polaroids scattered 
everywhere didn’t bother them half so much as the empty vodka 
bottles, and Susan and I had quite a rude awakening. 


“Kelly ...” Mom fought between being glad to see me again, and 
being royally pissed about the booze, the state of the house, and 
the fact that I was in bed with a complete stranger. 


“Mrs. Ramsey,” Susan staggered up from the bed. Her speech 
was a little slurred, but she stood up straight. “My name is Susan 
Greer. I just met your daughter and ... and ... I think she’s a 
wonnnderful person.” 


Her earnest tone would have gone over better if she wasn’t stark 
naked and liberally splattered about the face and tits with loads of 
jism, courtesy of Bradley and I. 


“That’s very nice ... Susan,” Mom said. “Please put some clothes 
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on. 
I tried to hide under the blankets. We were so busted. 


“No,” Susan said with tipsy righteousness. “I need to say this. 
The booze was en-entirely my fault. I brought it. Brad and Kelly 
didn’t ask for it. It was all me. I, um drink too much ...” 
Something caught in Susan’s throat. 
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“And I smoke too much.” Her lower lip began to tremble. I 
realized we were headed toward one of those ghastly moments of 
alcoholic candor. 


“And ... and I sleep with nasty boys who don’t care about me 
because ... because they’re emotionally safe.” 


Tears welled up in her eyes. Oh shit, I thought. 


“And Kelly is nice to me,” she burst out amid a flood of braying 
sobs, “and she’s the greatest lay of my life, and she doesn’t make 
me feel like the rotten slut everyone says I am!” 


Susan bawled, and that was perhaps for the best, as it shut her up, 
and automatically switched Mom to a comforting mode. Mom got 
Susan a towel, wiped her down, and wrapped her in it. She sat 
Susan down next to me on the bed, and rubbed her back while 
Susan’s shoulders hitched with her sobs. With a sheepish glance at 
my mother, I rose from hiding and hugged Susan. 


“Tt’s okay ... it’s okay ...” I murmured. 
“I got you in trouble,” she sobbed. “I always ruin everything.” 


“Kelly’s not in trouble,” Mom soothed. She threw me a sharp 
glance over Susan’s bent head. “But she does have some cleaning 
up to do. Come on, Susan, put some clothes on and Pl drive you 
home. Kelly’s going out with her family tonight.” 


Whenever Mom and Dad got back from their anniversary trips, 
we would always go out to dinner. I didn’t know if the fact that we 
were still going this time boded well or not. Our parents had a 
strict no-booze policy, and regardless of what Mom told Susan, I 
knew Bradley and I weren’t out of the doghouse. I slipped on a 
bathrobe and got to work. 


I dumped the empty bottles in the recycling bin, cleaned up the 
guest room, and changed the linens on the bed. Then I straightened 
up the kitchen and the living room. In the backyard, I could hear 
Dad giving Bradley a royal chewing-out. I felt bad for him. Dad 
never raises his voice when dealing out the discipline; the fact of 
his anger, and that you’d disappointed him was enough. I wanted 
to go out there and take all the blame onto myself, but I knew that 
would get me in worse trouble. Also, my intuition told me it would 
embarrass Bradley, who certainly didn’t think that being in a 
wheelchair made him exempt from any of his older-brother 
responsibilities. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


Mom came back from Susan’s house shortly after I finished 
cleaning up. I gave her an apprehensive glance. 


“We’re going to have to talk about this, Kelly,” she said. “Come 
with me.” 


Mom went up into the master bedroom and I followed her. She 
startled me by removing her dress, leaving her standing there in 
her bra and panties. She put the dress on a hanger and hung it up in 
her closet. She then fished about in her dresser until she produced 
a bottle of her moisturizing cream. In a businesslike manner, she 
poured a generous amount in her palm and rubbed it all over her 
bare thighs. My penis stirred under my robe. 


“Who is Susan, Kelly?” she asked me. “I tried to talk with her in 
the car but the poor girl’s drunk as a skunk.” 


“She’s a girl I met — at a party. She came to see me yesterday. 
I’m sorry Mom, things just sort of — happened.” 


Mom’s eyes got a little wide. “Kelly — you can’t just ... she’s not 
family. Can she be trusted?” 


“Yes. She won’t tell anyone. She’s kind of obsessed with me.” 
“Oh, good lord.” Mom closed her eyes. 


“Not in a bad way!” I rushed to explain. “She’s just ... really into 


me.” 

“All right.” Mom wiped the excess cream off on her tummy and 
sat down on the edge of the bed. “Take off that robe and come 
here. Lie across my lap. Bottom up.” 


I knew what was coming. I gulped and slipped off my bathrobe. 


I could have whined, I suppose. I could have protested, 
wheedled, and complained that Susan was the one who brought all 
the booze, and that none of it was my fault. But that would have 
been a cop-out. The truth was I could have put my foot down at 
any time. I could have sent Susan straight home the moment she 
pulled those vodka bottles out of her knapsack. Barring that, I 
didn’t have to drink. But I did. Bradley and I both behaved exactly 
like a couple of irresponsible teenagers while our parents were 
gone. We’d all three of us had sex on the carpeted hallway floors 
and the living room furniture and left stains all over the place. As 
we all got drunker and looser, we’d even let Susan leave her 
cigarette butts everywhere. The house reeked of cigarette smoke, 
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something Mom, an ex-smoker, particularly hates. They had 
trusted us, and we screwed up. 


I lay down across Mom’s bare thighs. She opened them slightly, 
and my penis dropped down between them. Then she closed them 
tightly. They were still slippery from the lotion. I made a little 
sound as I stiffened. Her thighs were warm and smooth. 


“I missed you, Kelly,” she murmured. “I missed seeing you 
naked, and having your body all to myself.” 


Mom passed a hand once over my bottom, as if centering her 
aim, and then brought her open palm down with a loud crack. 


“Awk!” A vicious shock of pain shot through me. My body jolted, 
and my penis moved, sliding in the moist clasp of Mom’s thighs. 
The mixture of pleasure and pain was so intense it wiped my brain 
clear of any other thoughts. 


Mom spanked me again, and again, clapping my buttocks with a 
steady rhythm that spread a deep, stinging heat throughout my 
whole pelvis. My ass and thighs quaked like Jell-o under her 
blows. My hugely erect cock jerked up and down, and Mom 
squeezed her fulsome thighs together to massage me. 


Getting a spanking was painful and humiliating, but at the same 
time, Mom’s thigh-massage felt exquisite, and my crazed moans 
began competing with the loud crack of Mom’s hand upon on the 
springy melons of my rump. Tears flowed even as my prick 
throbbed. It was equal parts punishment and blissful reunion. Mom 
was telling me unequivocally that she was the boss, but also that 
she still loved and desired me. All I could do was weep and 
whimper out my acceptance of her authority. 


By the time she finished, my ass was glowing red and hot as a 
Christmas light. My cock was ready to burst. 


“Stand up sweetie,” Mom murmured, and I did, sniveling and 
rubbing my sore ass. 


Mom shoved down her sticky panties, lay back, and spread her 
legs for me. 


“Get on me, Kelly,” she ordered in a husky voice. 


I obeyed, letting my breasts push down against hers (still encased 
in her bra) as my cock magically found its mark and dove into her 
wet and ready vagina. We both moaned as I sank all the way in and 
our tummies touched. 
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I was incredibly aroused, and so was she; in less than ten strong 
thrusts, we both shrieked, clutched each other, and came. Her face 
and chest flushed as brightly red as I imagined my backside to be, 
and her orgasmic frenzy transformed her into some beautiful, 
otherworldly goddess-creature. My eyes rolled up as I spewed a 
monolithic load up her gulping, gripping vagina. 


I collapsed upon her, and our harsh panting filled my parents’ 
bedroom. It was all over so fast. 


We lay together for a while, breathing heavily and recovering 
ourselves. I buried my face in my mother’s shoulder. “I love you 
Momma,” I murmured. “I won’t ever let you down again.” 


Surprisingly, Mom gave a deep, throaty chuckle. “Oh honey,” 
she said. “What’s the point of being young if you don’t break the 
rules now and again?” 


I could hear the smile in her voice. 


“Bear in mind,” she added, drawing a fingernail lightly over my 
painfully sensitive butt cheeks, “if you do, your bum will pay the 
price.” 


I shivered in equal parts trepidation and anticipation. 


Mom rubbed my poor abused derriere with some soothing lotion 
that dissipated the worst of the prickly fire. It made wearing 
underwear bearable, but even so, the long sit-down meal at their 
favorite restaurant that followed was pure torture. Mom even 
insisted on a full desert course and coffee. Ouch. 


www 


The abuse from my family continued. Bradley’s casts finally 
came off that week, and oh boy, did I get it. Freed from his 
wheelchair, and with unplastered hands, he was all over me like a 
convict out on parole. I didn’t mind, really, it’s just that Brad was 
so ... passionate ... that it was a little unsettling. I’d be writing, or 
reading a book in my room and he’d come in with that purposeful 
stride and meaningful glint, and my heart would flutter. He would 
pick me up, throw me down on whichever horizontal surface was 
nearest, and pounce. 


“Oof! Brad...” 


“Yes, Kelly.” There was no arguing with that tone. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


The first time it happened, I was out sunbathing, wearing my 
daring black swimsuit again. The funny thing was I wasn’t even 
trying to provoke Brad that time. I was reading a book, off in my 
own little world, and Bradley walked out wearing a pair of shorts 
and nothing else. 


With no preamble, he crouched down beside me, removed the 
paperback from my hands, and filled his hands with my breasts. 


“Uhh ...” I didn’t know what to say. I had no problem with this, 
but it was a little ... abrupt. I shrugged inside and let him proceed. 


Bradley’s hands, large and strong like Dad’s, and finally free to 
do as they pleased, molded my bosom with greedy thoroughness. 
He tore off my bikini top and lowered his head to my breasts. 


After sucking and nipping at them until I squirmed, he took great 
pleasure in licking the valley between them until I was all slick. 
Then he stood and dropped his shorts, all the while staring down at 
me with that intense gaze. He straddled my torso and slid his cock 
between them, squeezing my breasts together to encase his tool 
tightly. 


“T ve waited for this so long, Kelly,” he said, and the gloating, 
almost vengeful tone in his voice made my heart skip. From the 
look on his face, the sensation of titfucking me was sheer ecstasy. I 
let my hands roam over the brawn of his arms, and that beautiful, 
muscle-cut chest; I would lap and kiss the tip of his prick as it 
emerged from between my sweaty boobs. 


That first time he let his spunk shoot off all over my breasts and 
face. I obligingly licked him clean and sucked his cock for those 
last precious cum-nuggets. I craned my neck and even licked his 
balls some. 


“Do you feel better now, Brad?” I asked carefully. 


He heaved a deep sigh, and finally gave me a reassuring smile 
and a nod. 


“PII be even better soon.” 


Other times, after the titfuck he would withdraw his penis and 
move down to sample some of my lower openings. He liked to be 
on top of me when we fucked, to pin me with his weight. 


I wasn’t like I ever objected or anything, and I’m sure he would 
have stopped if I did object, but still, that look of ... implacability 
... was a little disquieting. My body had no qualms about 
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Bradley’s new forcefulness, however, and responded to him with 
embarrassing enthusiasm. I was always wet, engorged, and ready 
for him whenever he chose to gently-but-insistently spread my legs 
and plunge into me. Brad’s back was a roadmap of red welts from 
my fingernails by the end of the week. It was that long before Brad 
finally relented, lightened up, and let me be on top. 
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Bradley wanted to celebrate his new freedom with a camping trip 
for the Labor Day Weekend. All told, he was laid up for almost 2 
months, and he wanted to be as active as possible. Mom had work 
piled up and couldn’t go, but Dad and I accompanied him. 


It was wonderful. There is a great little camping ground on a lake 
that my family visited when I was little, and it was just as beautiful 
as I remembered. The only sour note was when my cell phone 
went off just after we finished unpacking. 


“Kelly,” Susan said, her voice near panic, “I lost my nipple ring. 
I think it must have come off while ... you know ... at your place.” 


I frowned. “I didn’t find it when I was cleaning up. Are you 
sure?” 


“I’m positive.” 


I shrugged. “Well, you’re welcome to go look. The guys and me 
won’t be back ‘til Monday, but I’m sure Mom won’t mind. I let her 
know you’re coming.” 


“Thanks Kelly, love you.” 
“Uh, yeah. Bye.” 


Bradley lay out sunning himself on one of our folding deck chairs 
with his feet up on a log. He had his shirt off, and was tanning 
nicely. 


“Who was that, Kell?” 


“Susan,” I frowned, punching the speed dial for home. “She lost 
something.” I listened to the ringing. 


“Yeah, her mind,” Daddy put in, rolling his eyes. Bradley and I 
had briefed him on our Susan experience on the drive up to the 
campsite. He had great reservations about our continuing 
friendship. 


“Be nice, Dad,” chided Bradley gently. He liked Susan. 
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Mom picked up the phone. 
“Hi Mom, it’s Kelly.” 
“Hi sweetheart, how are you?” 


“Fine, we’re all having a great time. Look, Susan lost her nipple 
ring last time she was over. She’s coming over now to look for it.” 


“Oh Kelly ...” 

“Please don’t give her a hard time.” 

“All right, but that girl’s a Jot to deal with.” 
“You’re great, Mom. Thanks a lot. Love you.” 
“Love you too.” 


Then I turned off my cell phone and hid it deep in my knapsack. 
Bradley and Dad both applauded. I kept it there for the rest of the 
weekend. 


Setting up the tents and building a campfire was fun, but I’m not 
a good fisher-person. I couldn’t bring myself to put the poor little 
wriggling worm on the hook, and never mind de-scaling and 
gutting the fish that Dad and Bradley caught. Gross! The fillets 
were tasty though, after Dad thoroughly de-boned them and 
cooked them in some lemon and butter over the campfire. With 
regard to my wimpiness, I took the gentle teasing from the male 
element in good humor. I was a wimp, so I couldn’t exactly argue 
the point. 


We roasted marshmallows for desert and I was entranced by the 
night sky above. I’d never seen so many stars. I sat between 
Bradley and my father, feeling pleasantly surrounded by nature 
and maleness. All told, it was a beautiful night, and I began to feel 
mischievous. 


“Well,” I said, standing up, “it’s a hot night, and I’m going 
skinny dipping before bed. Anyone coming?” I was already taking 
my clothes off. I was a tease; I stepped out of the circle of firelight 
before I displayed any of my goodies, and walked down to the 
shore in starlight, leaving a trail of clothes. I heard both Bradley 
and Dad following me, and I smiled. Naked, I dove into the 
surprisingly cool water, and whooped at the pleasant shock. I felt 
naughty and sexy as I paddled around. Suddenly the men were 
there with me, splashing and grabbing, and I giggled. It was so 
sensuous to feel their naked bodies brush against me in the water. 
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My nipples were tight, and not just from the cool water. My penis 
was just as stiff and swollen. Bradley and my father batted me 
underwater with their own erections, and it was all great fun. 


“Let’s get back to the tent,” rumbled Dad, and I giggled again. 
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It was dark in the tent; we had extinguished the campfire and that 
plunged our little campsite into blue-tinged darkness. I saw Dad’s 
silhouette as he zipped up the tent flap to keep out the bugs and 
then it was all naked bodies touching and kissing in the near-pitch 
black. Hands squeezed my breasts and mouths descended to suck 
my nipples. I cradled unseen heads to my bosom and purred as 
each of my partners wrapped a hand around my upright pole and 
stroked me in unison. 


“Me first,” Dad said in his rumbly voice. “You’ve been hogging 
her since your casts came off, Bradley.” 


“Age before beauty,” conceded Brad with a chuckle, and I 
laughed out loud. 


Dad’s hairy bulk clambered on top of me, and I spread my legs 
for him. My upright cock brushed the muscles of his stomach, then 
his chest, and then (ooh!) he was kissing it. Dad licked my cock’s 
thick backbone down into my vagina, and then proceeded to eat 
me out. 


He did a splendid job. He kissed, sucked, and gently tugged on 
each of my little petals with his teeth. He had me breathing heavy 
before he even licked a single tentative circle around my clitoris. 


I gave out a happy sigh. I felt my body flush with pleasure, 
become a glowing powerhouse of sexual energy. 


Brad’s lips left my nipples and left a wet trail of kisses down my 
abdomen. Oh yeah, I thought, guessing what was coming, and I 
guessed right. Brad took my rock-hard erection into his mouth and 
sucked me with a loud “Mmmm?” of approval. I moaned loudly as 
my two favorite males in the whole world worked me over, but 
good. I love being the center of attention! 


Love your dick, Kelly,” mumbled Brad as he licked and pulled 
at my foreskin. 


Dad’s tongue swerved around my clit in tight rings, making my 
toes curl. My juices were flowing, both vaginal and preseminal, 
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and both my partners slurped me up with great zeal. I tingled all 
over. 


Dad planted a long, sizzling kiss on my clit, and then rose up. He 
knelt upright with his legs widely spread and hoisted my own legs 
over his, which spread me wider and tilted my pelvis up toward 
his. 


“Pass me a pillow, Bradley,” he said quietly. 


Brad’s mouth left my penis, and I felt movement around me. My 
heart thumped as I felt Dad slip the pillow under my hips to keep 
them elevated, and without any further preamble, the broad pear- 
shaped snout of his penis entered me. 


I was good and horny and juicy and ready for him, so there was 
no discomfort as his thick member eased up my super-sensitive 
vagina. 


“Oooh, welcome back, Daddy,” I moaned. I think my pussy was 
finally getting the hang of this. I luxuriated in his massive 
penetration. A hot, sensual languor rolled over me, turning my 
bones to taffy. 


“Good to be back, Princess,” he sighed. 


Wet slippy sounds accompanied my Daddy’s claiming of me. My 
head swam at the sheer length of him — there seemed no end to it 
as he delved deeper and deeper, squelching through an ocean of 
my wetness along the way. 


Bradley’s hand took hold of my penis again, and slowly stroked 
it. A shadow moved over me, and he mouthed the weeping tip 
briefly. 


“All right, Kelly?” he asked, a voice in the darkness. 


“Never better, Brad,” I answered. They couldn’t see my face, but 
my dreamy smile was clearly audible in my words. Brad took me 
in his mouth again, and Dad’s gigantic, hairy balls squashed up 
against my asshole. He was all the way in, at last. 


“Oh, this is wonderful,” I sighed, and they both laughed. 


I reached out blindly, and touched the smoothness of Brad’s 
back, and the hairiness of Dad’s chest. Like making love in Braille, 
I thought whimsically. I caressed my lovers, and urged them on 
with sweet whimpers of encouragement. 


Dad began moving in me, and my heart really began to thump. 
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“Oh yeah,” I moaned. Waves of ecstasy rippled through me with 
each thrust. My father undulated, making that huge cock wriggle 
like a sea serpent in my cunt, and as usual, I was no match for his 
incredible skill. I just lost it. 


My back arched, and I wailed as I began bucking wildly back up 
at him. 


“Oh God, Daddy ... fuck me ...” 


Bradley held still and let my movements drive my cock in and 
out of his mouth. His moist, tongue-twirling suction did not relent 
a bit, no matter how hard I thrashed about. 


In no time, I choked out an odd, high-pitched grunt, and filled 
Brad’s mouth with hot strings of my creamy white sap. My whole 
body tightened and released repeatedly, and my cunt squeezed out 
a flood of nectar over Daddy’s hot, stiff limb. 


“Good girl,” he grunted, while Bradley gulped and gurgled and 
moaned through my orgasm. 


I let out a long, wavery “Oooooh,” as my body jerked its happy 
way to completion, and my brother kept licking and sucking until I 
had no more cream to shoot. My glans grew prickly, and I gasped, 
“Brad ... I’m sensitive ...” 


He removed his mouth and kissed my wet, semi-turgid cock up 
and down. I heard him swallow one last time, and then he said, 
“Thank you, Kelly. That was fantastic.” 


I was spacey with bliss. “My pleasure,” I croaked. “Any time.” 


Bradley sat up, and then two pairs of hands played with my 
breasts for a while. I had never been more thoroughly groped, and 
in my heady, post-orgasmic glow, I loved it. 


Sometimes I think I have to be more careful about concealing my 
boobs than my penis. They are such attention-getters. I certainly 
don’t mind being admired, if people are nice about it. I can 
understand being wildly attracted to someone, and as long as 
people don’t come at me with a creepy or nasty attitude, I’m 
usually very approachable. It amazes me how many women as well 
as men come up to me with that dizzy, oh-my-God-you’re- 
beautiful look about them. If I wear a halter-top, it guarantees that 
at least one person will stop me to ask for my phone number. I 
don’t mind talking to someone, but that’s where I draw the line. I 
never give the digits to a stranger ... at least, if there’s no 
immediate, volcanic chemistry. 
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Oof. Dad gripped me by the sides and lifted me up. He held me 
securely as he lay back, and I swung up into a straddling posture 
overtop him. Brad was kneeling next to me, kissing my neck, my 
ear. 


“Kelly ... do you have any lube?” 
“Backpack,” I said distantly. It’s always good to be ready. 


I heard rustling, and then the distinctive snap of the lube bottle’s 
cap popping. 


Bradley was at my ear again. “Lean forward,” he whispered, and 
with a precognitive shiver, I obeyed. Dad opened his arms to me, 
and I nestled comfortably against his warm, burly chest. 


Brad stroked my ass, and then, with a little squeal from me, I felt 
a cold trickle of lubricant down my crack. Brad’s finger followed, 
and he circled my anus with such a gentle, teasing touch that I 
couldn’t help wiggling. His finger slipped in, and I moaned. 


Dad’s large hands stroked up and down my back, helping me 
relax. I wasn’t afraid, I knew what was coming and I welcomed it, 
but I was so excited I just kept tensing up. Brad put two fingers up 
my ass, and it felt so good, my arousal soared, and my whole body 
finally softened. It was as if he injected me with some industrial- 
strength muscle relaxant. I felt cozy and horny, and as boneless as 
those fish fillets we had for supper. 


I was aware of Brad’s body behind me, his hands caressing my 
shoulders, back, and ass, and then, the hot, springy-soft sledge of 
his penis pressed into me. I was so ready for him; my asshole 
practically sucked him inside. 


I cried out at the sensation. The tight mouth of my rectum pursed 
around Bradley’s helmet, and then opened wide as the thick shaft 
of his prong slowly insinuated itself deep up my bowels. Brad’s 
pole spread me as wide as a pop can. For the first time in my life, I 
had two hot, throbbing living penises inside me. The distension 
and tightness swept me away on tidal wave of sexual delight. 


“Oh,” I sobbed, overcome. 


“I can feel you, Bradley,” Daddy groaned. “Inside her. Next to 
me. Oh my God.” 


“I can feel you too,” Bradley groaned in reply. “Holy fuck.” 
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The men seemed paralyzed. I came out of my fog to realize that 
none of us were moving; we were all frozen in place, panting and 
moaning in that hot, dark tent. 


I started moving my hips up and down, which pulled my partners 
in and out of my respective orifices in turn. 


The tightness, heat, and friction seemed to wake them up, and 
Dad and Bradley caught on. They took the lead and began fucking 
me in earnest, giving me the greatest pounding of my life. Their 
cocks worked like pistons in my swollen body’s moist openings. 


My cock, squished in a sweaty press between my belly and 
Daddy’s, throbbed and felt like it was trying to erect itself all the 
way up to my chin. Id never felt so huge. 


They pumped me with aggressive, demanding thrusts. Bradley’s 
stomach slapped my ass and made it jiggle and I could feel my 
thighs quake as Dad flung his pelvis up into mine. 


I buried my face in my father’s neck and moaned into him. I 
licked his skin and tasted his sweat. I felt the steely strength of 
Bradley’s hands gripping my hips, pulling me forcefully back onto 
his beef-skewer. I squeezed and revolved my hips in time with 
them. 


Then they both went into high gear, and I lost all control of the 
situation. They slam-fucked me fast and hard, and my heart raced. 
I felt like I had mounted a mad horse who was now running wild, 
and all I could do was hold on for the most exhilarating ride of my 
life. 


I could feel their pleasure increase, rising in a lazy spiral, and my 
own trailed not far behind. Their harsh panting and moans grew 
louder until they were both practically roaring like lions, and then, 
with savage, jabbing thrusts, I felt them come. Their godlike cocks 
swelled up inside me and spewed hot geysers of seed, filling both 
my holes to capacity and beyond. 


Then J screamed, and my body joined theirs in the sweet 
convulsions of climax. I soaked Dad’s upper body and my own as 
my cock went off between us and all my limbs shook. 


My climax went on for a long time. My penis shot itself dry, but 
my vagina and asshole couldn’t stop squeezing and trembling 
around their respective trespassers. My vision went all starry and 
sparkly as a splendid big cluster bomb of a multiple orgasm rocked 
through my loins. 
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I laughed, wept, groaned, and shook uncontrollably between my 
two big, strong men. They held me and petted me until I calmed 
down. 


“Oh God,” I panted. “You guys are animals. I love you.” 


They had both buried their faces in my hair and were breathing 
deeply. It muffled their voices. 


Love you too, Kelly,” they both answered indistinctly. 


We sort of collapsed onto our sides and lay there, still socketed 
together. Our sides heaved with deep, grateful post-coital panting. 


The whole tent stank of sex and sweat. It was hot as an oven in 
there, and we were all delightfully slimy with our combined fluids 
and perspiration. I could feel Dad and Bradley’s sperm leak from 
my holes. It was gross and sexy at the same time. 


“Anyone ... fancy another moonlight swim?” I asked. 


‘T Il bring the soap,” Dad rumbled. 
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It was the best Labor Day weekend ever. We hiked, swam, 
sunbathed, took the rowboat out for long outings on the lake, and 
whenever the mood struck us, had sex. The mood struck us quite 
often. 


It would be redundant to describe each little encounter in detail (I 
can just hear you guys now, crying out, “No Kelly! Please be 
redundant!”), but I will say that my favorite time, next to that 
titanic double-stuffing I got the first night, was Sunday afternoon 
when I caught Dad and Brad in a particularly obliging mood. 


I had them strip naked and bend over a log face down, side by 
side. I knelt down behind them and stuffed my face with their 
balls, going back and forth and gorging myself shamelessly. God, I 
love balls. 


Then I licked and sucked each puckered, delicate little asshole 
before easing the well-lubed index finger of each hand inside. I 
had a finger in each ass, and worked in and out while my men 
grunted and sighed. 


Then I fucked them both — I slipped it up Dad’s ass first, as it was 
bigger and jutted out so proudly, it seemed to deserve it. He was 
sure tight, though, and it didn’t take much to make him groan. It 
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took a lot of massaging and coaxing before I could freely shunt my 
pole in and out of him. 


Then I pulled out and slipped it to Bradley. “Oh yeah, Kelly,” he 
moaned. He was as hot as Dad, but more relaxed and easier to 
penetrate. I gave him ten sweet strokes and then dipped it back into 
Daddy. It was another game of Musical Assholes, and I think we 
all won. I was so proud of myself; my self-control was so good, I 
actually managed to fuck both Daddy and Bradley into orgasm 
before shooting a massive load into my brother. Brad cheated; he 
knew more little gripping tricks with his asshole than Daddy. 


When we went home Monday, I arrived to a hell of a shock. Dad 
and Brad dropped me off at home first, as they had to go take back 
the trailer rental. I went upstairs to discover that Mom and Susan 
had bonded over the weekend, big time. It was noon, and they 
were sleeping together in the master bedroom, Mom in a barely- 
there nightie and Susan completely nude. The scent of female sex 
was strong, and sticky dildos were scattered everywhere. 


“Oh Kelly,” Mom said somewhat blearily. “Is it Monday 
already?” She glanced over at Susan, sleeping peacefully amid the 
tangle of blankets. 


“Yup.” I felt a huge grin spread across my face. 


“You know, it’s the most remarkable thing,” Mom said. She 
seemed rather bemused. “Susan came over, and we couldn’t find 
her ring, but we started talking, and ... well it seemed like the most 
natural thing to let her stay for dinner, and we kept on talking ...” 


I smiled. “and things just ... happened?” 


Mom bit her lip. “I owe you an apology, Kelly. Susan is really a 


fascinating person. A very nice one, too, though ...” she glanced at 
Susan to make sure she was still asleep. “... I doubt she thinks so 
‘ven 


I smirked. “So can we keep her?” 
Susan opened an eye. 


“I mean, we could keep her tied up in the living room. Lay out 
some newspapers ...” 


A pillow came flying at me and I dodged it, laughing. 
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“By the way,” I said as I left, “we found your ring. It was in the 
front seat of the car.” I tossed it over my shoulder and Susan dove 
to catch it with a happy squeal. 
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Chapter Eleven: I Dream of Weenie 


Susan remains a rich wellspring of experience for all of us. She 
can be vain and pretentious and haughty one moment, and then lost 
and confused and vulnerable in the next. She is so needy. She can 
be moody and manipulative, although we never let her get away 
with that. I think she likes that we’re willing to draw the line. 


It’s nice to have a girlfriend my own age to talk to, and in whom 
I can confide everything, without holding anything back. It’s nice 
to have the added benefit of being able to make love to her 
whenever I get horny. She’s nearly always willing. 


All of us have had her. She seems deliriously happy to be the 
family sex toy. She’s quite a nympho when she gets going, and 
whenever Dad, Bradley and I pull a train on her, she just comes 
and comes, and begs us all to hump her multiple times. Mom 
hardly gets a lick in edgewise. Incidentally, watching Mom and 
Susan get it on is like the most beautiful thing ever. I could have 
just come ten times and be completely exhausted, but watching 
them moan and slurp between each other’s legs wakes my dick up 
like it’s on springs. 


When school started, I was perfectly happy to date Susan 
publicly, as an openly lesbian couple, but Susan - with typical 
contrariness - thought that was ‘icky.’ Officially, she is Brad’s new 
girlfriend. His friends were all horrified at his choice — Susan’s 
reputation preceded her — but she’s been behaving well so far. I 
think they find it weirder that he often brings his little sister along 
on their dates. Some of his Swim Team buddies have begun 
making catty jokes about Brad and I ‘sharing’ her. They don’t 
know how the half of it. 
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Her sexual affinity for me remains as strong as ever. We get it on 
all the time, yet along the way, we’ve come to understand that 
we're very different people. We find our differences enhance our 
relationship, and having to learn about her has meant learning a lot 
about myself. It’s good to have a point of view so radically 
different from my own handy, off of which I can bounce ideas. 


Aside from our ongoing mutual desire, l’ ve grown to love her 
and care about her as a close friend, and time will tell if this is 
destined to deepen into anything more passionate. 


The funny thing is, even though their relationship started as one 
of convenience, Brad and Susan have really hit it off. With nary a 
backward glance at me, Susan has formed an unequivocal romantic 
attachment to Bradley. I suppose I should feel hurt, but it’s not as 
though she’s shut me out, so I’m not worried. They’ ve got a really 
nice thing going, and I’m happy for them. 


I’m amazed at how demure she is around him; Brad definitely 
wears the pants in that relationship. Aside from his immediate 
family, Brad doesn’t tolerate any wild partying or sleeping around 
from Susan, and she seems perfectly willing to toe the line. It looks 
like her days of wild promiscuity are over, but then again, the 
really intense group sex she’s having these days with the whole 
Ramsey family kind of makes that superfluous. I have to say, the 
two of them are a bit much sometimes. The way she gulps and 
blushes every time he smiles at her — it’s sickening. 


Susan is over at our house more often than her own home, but 
that makes sense considering that she likes us, and we her, more 
than her own family. Her mother is disparaging and her stepfather 
indifferent. The one time I visited over there was the most 
uncomfortable time I’d ever had. They were mean and snotty, and 
thought there must be something wrong with me for liking Susan. I 
can’t believe how much money they have, and yet how rude and 
miserable they are. Wealthy and dysfunctional — God, what an 
embarrassing California stereotype. 


As far as my family goes, I'd like to say that we all engage in 
fantastic orgies every night, but that’s not reality. When you have 
two working parents and two kids in high school who take 
studying seriously and have sports and band after school, the 
Snuggle Time does not always happen. We try our best though, 
and as of this writing, I’m happy to report that even though I’m 
technically still single, Pm certainly not frustrated or lonely. 
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I know all of you are probably salivating for some down-and- 
dirty details of my current love life, so I'll relate one episode that’s 
really close to my heart. 


Life falls into a certain rhythm and you hardly realize how happy 
you are until something happens to break the routine. This fall, 
Dad was called away to an overseas conference when one of his 
junior partners fell ill and couldn’t make the trip. He was gone for 
over two weeks and despite daily emails and expensive phone 
calls, we all missed him terribly. 


Mom took it particularly hard. In all the years they had been 
together, they had never been apart so long. 


I woke up one Friday night toward the end of Daddy’s absence 
and had to go to the bathroom. On my way back to my room, I 
heard the TV playing quietly downstairs. I crept down the steps 
and peeked around the corner. 


It was Mom. She was sprawled across the couch, looking 
disheveled and weepy. She was watching some old black and 
white romance and crying quietly to herself. There was a pile of 
tear-soaked tissues in front of her next to an empty wine bottle and 
a half-drunk wine glass. 


From the look of her, Mom was well more than half-drunk 
herself. She dabbed at her eyes and blew her nose, and looked so 
despondent that my heart nearly broke. 


She also looked pretty sexy, in a slovenly kind of way, lit by the 
flickering blue light of the television with her legs curled up 
underneath her. She wore one of her skimpy pink lace negligees 
barely covered by an unbelted peach satin housecoat. A large, silky 
breast hung heavily out of the deep neckline, its rosy nipple 
startlingly bare in the TV light. She either hadn’t noticed or didn’t 
care. 


This whole picture shocked me. In the daytime, Mom had been 
putting up a brave front, always acting cheerful in front of Bradley 
and me, and giving every impression she was good-naturedly 
enduring the separation. The reality was something else entirely. 


My heart went out to her and I knew I had to do something. 


I silently mounted the stairs to my room, stripped off my 
wifebeater and put on put on a pretty, pastel-blue nightie that Mom 
got me and I never wear. It’s a sexy little number, cut high on the 
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thigh with acres of cleavage. It’s so short that the dangling head of 
my penis is visible below the hem. 


I got my cell phone and checked the time: 1:22am. I speed-dialed 
Susan. 


“H-hello?” she answered groggily. 
“Its me,” I said. “I need you. Can you come over?” 


“TIl be right there,” Susan was instantly awake. I heard her 
fumble with something. “I’m paging a cab on the landline right 
now. I'll be there in fifteen.” 


That’s our Susan — too lazy to carry her own luggage (“my 
nails!”), but always ready for a booty call. I wonder if she has a 
firefighter’s pole in her closet and a secret hideout under her house 
called the Slut Cave. 


“Quick Kelly, to the Slutmobile!” 


“Come ‘round to the back,” I told her, my shoulders hitching 
with suppressed mirth. “T1 let you in.” 


I picked out a nice pair of pink high heels, the ones my mother 
likes, with the little pink puffballs over the toes — she calls them 
mules — and snuck downstairs again, carrying the shoes. I knew it 
was a good cause, but I wasn’t going to put on high heels until I 
absolutely had to. I silently let myself out the sliding door 
overlooking the back porch and padded barefoot to the back gate. 


Susan actually arrived in a little less than ten minutes, and after I 
cautioned her to silence, I told her the plan. 


“Mom’s really missing Dad. She’s miserable. We’re gonna cheer 
her up, okay?” 


‘Tm in,” Susan’s eyes sparkled. 


I kissed her. I tease Susan a lot, but she’s always so much fun and 
ready to party. I love her. 


She had on a long ladies’ trench coat that she opened once we 
were inside. She was stark naked underneath except for a truly 
impractical pair of red platform stilettos, and I did a shocked 
double take. She gave me a roguish smile. 


“T sleep in the nude,” she explained in a whisper. “I just threw 
these on and came over.” Her smile widened. “My coat kept 
opening in the cab,” she whispered. “Gave the driver a thrill.” 
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I had to stifle my giggles, and my cock rose. 


We stood in the dark and eyed Mom covertly, watching her 
flicker in the television lights. I slipped into my sexy shoes, and 
Susan pursed her lips in appreciation at the effect. 


“TIl go in first,” I told her quietly. 


I walked in, tottering a little in my high heels. I was excited, and 
a little anxious. I hoped Mom would be receptive to what I had in 
mind. My frilly, skimpy nightie tented out a bit in front from my 
excitement. 


Mom looked up at me muzzily. 


“Kelly ... you look lovely,” she slurred. ““You ssshould be innn 
bed...” 


Wow, she’s really wasted, I thought. 


I bent and touched her cheek. “You look a little down, Mom. You 
miss Dad a lot, huh?” 


She sniffled, and pressed my hand to her cheek. “I’m not as good 
at hiding it as I thought.” 


“You and Dad always told me, Mom, if I ever got lonely or 
restless, I should come see you.” My hand brushed down over her 
large, exposed breast. “Don’t you know that’s a two-way street?” 


Her exposed nipple promptly extruded and crinkled up. 


She drew a deep, sighing breath. Her lips were slack and wet 
from drinking. I leaned down and kissed them. I could taste the 
wine. 


I straightened up, and lifted the hem of my nightie. My cock 
bounced. 


“Come on,” I said softly. “I have something to take your mind off 
your troubles.” 


Mom licked her lips, staring at my erection, which stared her in 
the face. 


“It’s big tonight, don’t you think?” I asked in a provocative 
whisper. “You always make me huge. I have such a sexy 
Mommy.” 
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Mom gave me a lopsided smile. She loves it when I talk like that. 
I pushed my hips out, and touched her lips with my dewy head. 
She puckered up and gave me a wet sloppy kiss. She beamed up at 
me — an inebriated, but nonetheless genuine smile. 


“Kelly, you’re a truh-treasure.” She said. 


I smiled down at her and pulled my nightie all the way off over 
my head. I flung it aside and ran my fingers through my tousled 
hair. I stood in front of her naked, except my fluffy high heels, and 
my fully erect penis bobbed in anticipation. 


Mom sat up and ran her hands over my hips. She stroked my 
tummy, and then slipped her hands up to my hefty boobs and gave 
them a nice squeeze. She lifted them and banged them together. 
We both giggled. 


Then she leaned forward and sucked my stiff prick, and my 
giggle turned into a sigh. She slid her lips down my shaft with a 
deep groan of happiness. I let out my breath in a soft ‘whooo’ at 
her enthusiasm. 


I looked over my shoulder and saw Susan leaning against the 
doorframe. I smiled and beckoned to her. 


She swayed into the room with that slinky walk of hers. Mom 
noticed her and her eyes widened. 


Susan stood next to me, placing herself hip-to-hip. I gazed down 
her pale, perfect body, and noticed that she’d waxed her pussy 
smooth again recently. I marveled at that wondrous expanse of 
pale, flawless skin. 


“Well?” she asked my mother. 


Mom released my cock and dipped her head between Susan’s 
thighs. She licked slowly and carefully, and Susan tilted her head 
back in enjoyment. Susan closed her eyes and a beautiful, sensual 
smile curled her lips. 


“That’s it,” she whispered. 


Mom gradually explored deeper between Susan’s labia, opening 
her up, and I saw the bright, intimate pink of her interior, and the 
wetness. Susan sighed, and stroked Mom’s thick, rich auburn hair. 
I began stroking myself. I couldn’t help it; this is something I 
absolutely love to watch. 
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Mom opened her mouth, pressed it to Susan’s vagina, and began 
passionately French kissing it. The wet, slurping sounds that 
accompanied this sent cool tingles up the flesh of my back, and 
down the backs of my thighs. Susan gave a sweet little moan, and 
her hips moved involuntarily. Her nipple ring winked in the dim 
light. 


I leaned in and cupped Mom’s exposed breast. I squeezed it, 
loving its silky softness, and drew my thumb back and forth over 
her nipple. 


“Mmm-hmmm,” she affirmed. Her eyes closed in concentration 
as her mouth worked between Susan’s legs. My girlfriend 
shivered. 


I pushed Mom’s housecoat down off her shoulders, and she 
briefly removed her hands from Susan’s thighs so it could slide all 
the way off. Then I did the same thing with the shoulder straps of 
her negligee. I bared her to the waist, and then I knelt down to 
keep pulling. Without disengaging herself from Susan’s cunt, 
Mom rocked from one side to the other, letting her negligee pass 
under each buttock, and then it slipped like liquid off her bare feet. 
Mom was naked. 


My cock was rigid. It thrummed with lust. 


“Mom,” I ordered quietly, “lay back on the couch. Susan, sit on 
her face.” 


It was like magic. They all did exactly as I said. 


Our living room couch is big, and with Mom lying supine, her 
hips were poised right at the edge, and just the right height for me 
to kneel in front of her. I took hold of her legs behind the knees, 
spread them, and then lifted them and pressed them down into the 
seat cushions. I lowered my head, inhaled the pungent, intoxicating 
aroma of her steamy-hot pussy, and gave her one long, lingering 
lick, from her asshole all the way up through her juicy split to her 
swollen clitoris. 


Then I reared up and stabbed my aching missile straight up her 
cunt. 


Mom’s sharp exclamation was smothered by Susan’s vagina. I 
squeezed into her succulent depths; every inch of her was tight, 
soft and welcomingly slippery. I could feel her tissues spread 
around me, sucking me deeper into her heat. I gripped her thighs 
for purchase and thrust myself home. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


“Oh yessss,” I breathed. Mom groaned unintelligibly. 


My eyes unfocussed; I had to keep blinking to see straight. I 
didn’t want to come, and yet the pleasure was so severe it nearly 
undid all my self-control. 


Directly in front of me, I saw the inky black cascade of Susan’s 
hair contrasting against her pale back. Below the divide of her ass, 
I could see Mom’s lips and tongue flashing in and out and all 
around her vulva. Mom’s enormous bosom heaved with her deep 
breaths, and as I watched, a hand rose and she slipped a finger up 
Susan’s ass. Susan’s hair shimmered and undulated like a black 
satin curtain as her head rolled. She moaned loudly. 


My cock made a loud, repeating schlupping sound as it plunged 
in and out of Mom’s wet box. I fucked my mother good, clenching 
my teeth and gyrating my hips into her. My breasts bounced every 
which way and the points of my bursting-stiff nipples wove crazy 
patterns in the air. 


Mom brought her free hand down and began rubbing her clitoris. 
Her moans became more anguished and urgent and her hips thrust 
back at me. We matched each other’s rhythm perfectly, and as hers 
accelerated toward climax, I kept pace. 


Then suddenly, Susan shrieked, and silver highlights rippled 
through the black curtain as she shook in orgasm. 


Mom’s whole body tensed and trembled, and then her pussy went 
into seizures around me. Her flesh jiggled all over, and suddenly 
my thrusts were dredging up drops of her salty-sweet fluids and 
flinging them over all three of us. She cried out into Susan’s cunt 
and her pelvis bucked wildly. 


I don’t know how I kept it together through both stupendous 
climaxes, but as Susan toppled bonelessly off Mom’s face and 
sprawled out beside her, and both beautiful bodies spread out 
before me, sheeted with sweat, the last toe-hold of my self-control 
vanished. I was going to come, now. 


I wrenched my trunk out of my mother’s vagina and, even as I 
felt my limbs shake and my muscles tense up, I stepped up onto the 
couch. I planted my legs wide, so that I straddled both women and 
I sank into a deep squat. My thighs, and my widely-spread crotch 
hovered inches over their abdomens. 


“Get it,” I gasped. “Get it...” 
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As one, Susan and Mom rose up, sucked, licked, and jerked off 
my quivering dynamite stick with both of their hands. Four 
gripping, stroking fists raced along my shaft and their mouths and 
tongues fought over my vibrant, fuchsia glans. Loud, anxious 
feminine moans filled the living room, and my voice was loudest. 


Then one of them removed a hand from my cock to slip two 
fingers up my simmering vagina, and I exploded. 


I gasped out a wild, staccato kind of shriek, and my body 
unleashed such a boiling torrent all over the beautiful faces of my 
tormentors, as I have never seen. I came with such force, my first 
volley shot between them and hit the wall. The remaining jets 
splattered all over their faces, liberally dousing their open mouths, 
extended tongues, and flushed cheeks. Oh God, it was beautiful. I 
just kept shooting and shooting. Thick white ejaculate swathed 
their faces from their foreheads to their chins. I still get chills when 
I think about it today. 


Afterward, I barely had the strength to step down off the couch 
and collapse between them. 


After an unknown period of deep panting and sighing, Susan 
said, “I don’t think ... it’s safe for me to open my eyes ...” 


I looked, and had to chuckle at my handiwork. Susan’s eyes were 
closed, and a very good thing, too — fat strands of semen lay across 
her closed lids, and glittered in her pretty lashes. 


“Um ... me either,” said Mom. She was likewise incapacitated. 
With a groan, and a poorly concealed giggle, I heaved myself to 
my feet and staggered off to the kitchen for some paper towels and 
wet naps. 


As I tended to my poor victims, my mother remarked, “it’s a 
good thing I’m drunk, Kelly. This would shertainly have landed 
you another spanking.” 


I kissed away the last of the sperm coating her face. 
“Don’t let that stop you. You can spank me anytime Mom.” 


Susan suprised me by giving me a hard swat on the tush. I 
squealed, jumped, and spluttered, "I didn't say you could!" 


They both laughed hysterically. It wasn't that funny. Again, I 
don't know why some people find my loss of composure comedy 
gold. 
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After I had cleaned up Mom and Susan, we all made our clumsy 
way up to the master bedroom, and continued our exploration. 


Mom and Susan sixty-nined, with Susan on top, and I fucked her 
from behind while Mom lapped at both our clits. From time to 
time, I withdrew my prick and let Mom suck it, basted as it was in 
tasty Susan-juice. Mom was a wildcat. All her anxiety and 
depression vented itself in some seriously volcanic sex. We all ate 
pussy, licked ass, and made strong, sustaining love to each other 
all night. 


By the time we were all too exhausted and sleepy to continue, 
Mom’s blues had been thoroughly exorcised. The calm, satiated 
smile on her face was a heartwarming thing to see. 


For the remainder of Dad’s hiatus, it was still rough on her, but 
with our support, she made it through just fine. Our reunion with 
Dad was just as tearful and joyous as you might imagine. 
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The fall wasn’t always so dramatic or orgasmic. For most of the 
time, it was just boring old real life — school, homework, studying, 
the odd party and occasional bit of good sex with one or more of 
my loved ones. The good stuff happened just enough for it to be 
truly special and welcome. 


And then, around last Hallowe’en, I had a dream. It was that 
dream that led me to write all this. 


It started out the way a lot of my dreams do — with me lying 
awake thinking about nothing and everything. 


I tossed and turned on the fuzzy-edged border of sleep and let my 
imagination roam. I thought seriously, for the first time, about my 
future. My mind wandered and tested at the myriad possible 
destinies out there for me. 


I saw myself as a psychiatrist, like Mom, working with troubled 
children and coming home to a nice house with Susan waiting 
there in a June Cleaver dress holding a plate of fresh-baked 
muffins. 


I saw myself as a businessman like Dad, brokering million dollar 
deals from my church-sized office and screwing my pretty 
secretary (who also happened to be Susan) over the desk during 
coffee breaks. 
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I saw myself as a porn star, filming myself having sex with an 
endless succession of men and women and selling millions of 
DVD’s from my huge website. Susan would code HTML and be 
my favorite fluffer. 


I saw myself as a full-time writer, churning out stories and 
poetry, a quiet eternity of clicking keys as I constructed ideas, 
people, stories, and beauty from words. Susan, who married 
Bradley and had a career of her own in television, would drop with 
Brad and my two nieces, and all four of us would go out to dinner. 
Then, after the kids were asleep, we’d get it on. 


The odd thing was this last scenario, the least glamorous or 
flattering of all of them, seemed to resonate with the deepest, most 
correct ring of truth. 


And then I sank fully into sleep, and I dreamt a parade. 


I was in the parade — I was the only person in it — and I was 
naked but for a tall majorette’s hat, a white sequined bow tie, and a 
matching pair of high white sequined boots, perfect for marching 
with high-kicking steps. A two-hundred piece marching band in 
white, red, and gold strutted in step some twenty paces behind me, 
serenading me with De Sousa-fied versions of my favorite 80’s 
pop tunes (the only one I could recall for sure was Message in a 
Bottle by the Police). 


It was a clear, hot summer day under almost painfully bright blue 
skies. The August sunshine imbued buildings, people, and even the 
streets with vibrant colors. Red, white, and blue bunting festooned 
the streets. Confetti and streamers rained from high office 
windows. Wooden sawhorses lined the curbs, containing the 
cheering, surging crowds. My penis was hard and exuberant, and 
bobbed jauntily along with me as I marched waving and blowing 
kisses to the adoring multitudes. 


From time to time, a naked person would jump the barrier and 
rush out to me. I would always stop, and the band behind me 
would march in place, as the overjoyed spectator would kneel 
down to suck my cock, or bend over and let me fuck them. 


The crowds would go into cheering frenzies as I came, and my 
marching band would play Hail to the Chief. 


After several fond kisses, my admirers would scamper off, and 
the parade would resume. At one point, a busload of young nuns 
pulled up to the barricade, and a whole convent piled out. They 
stripped to their wimples, and came at me with glad cries. I fucked 
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them all, and their years of self-denial made their fucking 
especially fierce and their release all the more sweet. I came on 
their faces, and they kissed my staff as it dripped on them. 


It was one of those timeless dreams that have no beginning or 
end; just a perpetual live-motion snapshot of a perfect moment. 
Marching, being serviced, and basking in the adulation of millions. 
Banners draped across intersections read California loves Kelly in 
huge flowery lettering and people wore T-shirts bearing my 
likeness reading Kelly Ramsey Rammed Me! 


I woke up, wet eyed and laughing softly. The dream itself was 
utterly, extravagantly preposterous, but I was happy to the point of 
giddiness because the self-confidence and acceptance it reflected 
was quite real. That was partly why it was so funny. It was a true 
dream in its way, a dream in which the unconscious mind holds a 
mirror up to the dreamer. 


I seriously doubt though, that I will ever have my own naked 
fuck parade. 


That dream made me realize something. It made me think about 
how I felt after Brad’s injury, feeling down and brooding about 
how carrying around this secret my whole life was going to suck, 
and what a lousy trick Fate had played on me. I thought of that 
Shirley Jackson play that we studied in English last year, The 
Lottery, and how, genetically speaking, I pulled the losing piece 
out of the drum. Way to go, family, I had thought sourly. As 
inheritances go, this one’s the booby prize. 


And then I thought about Susan. We are probably more of a 
family to her now than her real family ever was, and that’s sad. I 
thought of the way she would look at us sometimes, as we all sat 
down to dinner, and looked like she was so full of emotion that she 
might burst. She could never conceal her awe and wistful jealousy 
of us — an actual functioning family, by God, that stuck together 
and looked after its own. Good Lord, no wonder she’s over here all 
the time. If she had a choice to be born into a family like mine, she 
wouldn’t care if congenital blindness came with the deal, never 
mind a penis. She’d leap at the opportunity. I felt ashamed for not 
valuing the true gifts I have. 


Susan struggles with things — basic self-worth, discipline, 
optimism — that I take for granted. That was my realization: big 
cock and all, by God I am so fantastically lucky. 


I know that if adversity or even tragedy comes my way, I can 
conquer it. Whatever challenges I face, whatever bigotry or 
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hostility I have to deal with, I know I have the internal resources to 
overcome it. More than my red hair, my green eyes, my bust line, 
or even my penis, the real inheritance I take out into the world with 
me will be the self-love and self-reliance my family taught me. 


As non-traditional as the love I received from them was, 
nonetheless, they taught me how to love others and myself. 
Whatever path I choose, I go forth from here with the ability to 
spread that love throughout the world. Even if my family were 
paupers, I would still consider this an inheritance beyond price. 


That was my great revelation. And as soon as I had it, I knew I 
had to tell people about it. I started writing all this the next day. 
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That was a while ago. I turn 16 tomorrow. I am so impatient to 
get out there and get on with the great adventure of living, but my 
parents tell me to slow down, take my time, and think things 
through. Whatever destiny I choose, I still have plenty of time to 
get there. It’s just so hard to sit still. 


Having said that, I think I’ve spent just about enough time 
cooped up in front of this computer. It’s a beautiful day outside, so 
if you don’t mind, I’m going to go run on the grass in my bare feet. 


And if a busload of nuns passes by, I just might whip it out. 


The End 


This story is copyright ©2006 the author. 
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Appendix r: Kelly's Basement Debasement II 


In which Kelly continues her Cheerleader Fantasy. 


1. ‘Special Needs’ Dominatrix 


I woke in my own room, not knowing how I got there. The 
groggy after-affects of whatever junk Susan injected into me 
dissipated in the sunlight. I came awake, and then my nostrils 
flared. 


I stank of sex. I carefully lifted the sheet and looked down at 
myself. I was naked and slimy with sperm and vaginal fluids from 
my knees to my navel. 


“Oh, great,” I groaned and fell back. I closed my eyes. My 
muscles all ached with that distinctive post-coital soreness. Pd 
been used last night, and vigorously. 


I shook my head to clear the cobwebs and tried to remember. It 
was no use. Everything was a haze after the sharp sting of that 
syringe plunging into my thigh. I remembered my surge of panic, 
and Susan’s smirk as she withdrew the needle. “That should make 
you co-operative,” she said sweetly, and even as she spoke, her 
voice echoed and elongated with the drug taking hold. 


It all happened at the usual place — the basement of the gym 
storage building, a cheap prefab box with poured concrete floors 
laid with old gym mats. When I arrived, the cheerleading squad 
was all there, dressed in party clothes, and putting up party 
decorations. Two of them were setting up a sound system on a 
collapsible cafeteria table. The girls were giggly, and clearly 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


charged up with alcohol and pre-party excitement. It made me very 
uneasy. 


Josie, who was much more drunk than the others were, yelled out 
lurched up to me, flung her arms around me, and gave me a wet 
sloppy kiss. That was when I felt hands yank down my pants and 
Susan was there with her needle. I barely had time to squawk 
before the whole world dissolved into insensibility. 


After that, the night was a fleshy blur of sex. I couldn’t recall any 
specifics about who I'd been intimate with, or how many times. If 
I weren’t feeling so low at how Pd been used, I’d have to say my 
body felt great, well-rested and still tingling from all that screwing. 


I was showered and dressed and just finishing a bowl of cereal at 
the kitchen table when the doorbell rang. I heard my mother 
answer it. 


“Kelly, it’s for you,” she called. 
My cereal turned over in my stomach. 
I walked to the front door on somewhat stiff legs. It was Josie. 


“Hi Kelly,” she chirped. She held out a jewel case with a CD-R 
disc inside, visible through the clear plastic lid. 


“Thanks for letting me borrow this. Can’t stay, see ya.” 


With a smothered giggle, she was off. I watched Josie’s tight 
shorts plump down on the seat of her Vespa and buzz down the 
street, and then I ran back up to my room. 


I had never loaned Josie anything. 


I ran a virus scan of the disc — I wouldn’t put anything past that 
bunch — but the disc was clean. The only thing on it was a single 
650MB .avi video file. I ran it. 


I sucked in a sharp breath. Oh, shit. 


The video had been shot with a high-quality home digital camera; 
the picture was sharp and the movement fluid. There was a running 
timecode in the lower right corner of the video window. It showed 
yesterday’s date, 7:04PM. 


I had found my missing hours. 
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The picture faded in to the gym storage basement, shown in crisp, 
high resolution digital video, and I was the star. There was no 
attempt at an intro, I just suddenly filled the frame. That was what 
made me gasp. The crew had dressed me up, but good. I wore a 
spiked black leather dog collar and for some unfathomable reason, 
a black German army officer’s hat, the kind bikers used to wear. 
Twin silver lightning bolts formed the letters ‘SS’ just below the 
peak. Somehow, they had managed to get a pair of thigh-high 
black PVC boots on me, and I was noticeably unsteady on the tall 
heels. I was completely naked besides, and my nipples pointed out 
stiffly in front of me while my large, soft penis swayed heavily as I 
shifted my weight. My eyes were dazed and dilated, appearing an 
even deeper translucent green than normal. 


I looked like a stoned dominatrix. 
The camera panned lovingly up and down my body. 


“God, Kelly, you look great.” Susan’s voice came from behind 
the camera. Her hand, pale-fingered and red-nailed, entered the 
frame and adjusted my cap. She straightened my collar and then 
cupped a breast. She bounced it, and murmured, “Titties.” 


The camera followed her hand as it stroked and roamed over my 
bare skin. I felt a warm flush of embarrassment and outrage. From 
time to time, the other girls became visible, but masks of 
scrambled pixels obscured their faces. Girlish chatter and hip-hop 
party music filled the background. Blinking Christmas lights and 
balloons trailing long bright ribbons completed the cheery, festive 
atmosphere. I was the main attraction of an excited, liquored up 
pajama party. 


Susan focused on my penis as she took hold of it. She stroked it, 
and it rose and swelled to its fully-erect state, and the video-me 
made a little moaning sound. The girls all laughed and Susan said 
“Woo-hoo!” 


Faceless girls clustered around me, touching me and commenting 
on me. 


“Look at how big it is ... look, my hand doesn’t even go all the 
way around it...” 


“I still can’t believe I got that thing inside me ...” 


Swaying, the Kelly in the video smiled stupidly in pleasure at the 
attention. Watching this, my cheeks burned. 


“Okay,” said Susan, “Now for our other guest of honor ...” 
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To my utter shock and consternation, the camera whirled about as 
they led in an enormously fat naked girl. She was clearly drunk, 
and barely aware of her surroundings. She giggled and reeled 
between the girls ushering her toward me. She had the thick- 
lidded, innocent eyes of a mental defective. 


The camera studied her. She was freckle-faced, blonde, and 
curly-headed. She was sunburnt around her neck and shoulders, 
and as pale as Susan below. Her breasts were bigger than mine 
were, and her thighs and butt gigantic. She was big and rounded 
everywhere, and clearly very mentally retarded. 


They made her hunker down on all fours, a big puffy 
marshmallow girl with an enormous rump stuck up in the air. 


Her lips were very red and wet, and her great soft breasts 
squashed on the mats beneath her. She giggled and snorted as 
Susan guided me behind her. 


The cheerleaders were all naked around her, and an accidental 
dip of the camera showed that Susan was too. The fat girl — she 
looked a little older than me — made a long “Awww” sound as they 
poured warm oil over her and massaged it into her fleshy folds. 


Naked girls with digital mosaics over their faces pushed me to 
my knees and the camera clumsily zoomed in on the plump halves 
of the girl’s mound. Her vagina bristled with dark blonde hair, and 
the exposed pink meat between her furry flaps glistened. Bright 
pebbles of juice glittered in her pubes. Susan zoomed in so tight 
that the picture went out of focus, and then resolved to a sharp, 
ultra-close shot of my fully erect penis approaching that opening. 
Susan must have been holding the camera right up to the action. 


A hand slipped down into the picture to spread the girl’s labia 
with two fingers. It was my hand. My other hand gripped my cock 
and slowly rubbed my great red head against her clitoris. She made 
gurgling, incoherent sounds of pleasure. 


Then, the video-me lifted my pole into position and with a moist 
sucking sound that the camera’s microphone barely caught, I 
passed through her soft portal. 


The camera panned up my body, lingering over my swaying 
breasts (which Susan fondled again) and then focusing on my face. 


The camera caught me gaping down at the deepening link 
between our bodies with stupid, drugged avidity. Mistress Kelly 
wasn’t aware of the camera at all. 
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My corpulent partner grunted like a pig and groaned a deep, 
animal sound of lusty approval. 


“Attagirl, Kelly,” whispered Susan. The other girls cheered, and 
laughed in drunken hysteria. 


On the screen, I gave a doltish chuckle and blushed. The camera 
angled downward again as I let out a long happy sigh and it 
captured the last of my huge post piercing her moist trap. 


Sitting there, watching myself be made a fool of, I felt such a 
deep sense of mortified humiliation that I thought I might die. The 
bitches had me on tape. 


The overweight mentally handicapped girl didn’t look underage, 
but even if she was, it was cold comfort I was too, and couldn’t be 
prosecuted as a minor. If this video ever got out or (God forbid!) 
leaked onto the internet, it would destroy my family. 


I watched morosely as I began thrusting into that big girl. Both of 
us wore identical expressions of moronic enjoyment. The 
cheerleaders were all clapping and chanting “Hump ... hump ... 
hump ...” in time with my thrusts. The rotters actually got creative 
with it, throwing in “Go Kelly! Go Kelly!” on the downstroke. 


I had the bleak thought that at least everyone in the video was 
enjoying themselves. 


My drunk partner certainly didn’t object to any of the 
proceedings. She grinned, hiccupped, and made loud happy noises. 
The others petted, stroked and squeezed big handfuls of her 
doughy, slippery flesh. I got the same treatment, with much 
slapping of my ass as it worked back and forth, and kneading of 
my breasts with oily fingers. 


Mistress Kelly began pumping very hard, and her biker cap 
slipped askew. One of the girls righted it. 


I was so absorbed in this horrid spectacle that when my cell 
phone went off, I nearly jumped clear out of my chair. 


“Sooo, how’s our little movie star?” It was Susan. Anger flooded 
me. 


“How could you do this? How could you film this?” 
“Well hello Susan, nice to hear from you too, Susan,” she chided. 


“Why are you doing this?” I had to keep my voice down to a 
furious whisper. Someone was moving in the hall outside my door. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


“Well,” she said breezily, “visually, I think it’s pretty striking, 
don’t you? Like watching a mink fuck a hippo.” She giggled at her 
own wit. 


I had to admit she had a point. The vast expanse of bare skin, the 
moans and slaps and swinging flesh all held the eye with the 
morbid fascination of a highway pile-up. 


“Who is that poor girl?” I asked. “Where did you find her?” 


“Oh, she’s nobody,” Susan answered casually. “One of my 
cousins works at a group home for retards. You don’t have to feel 
bad about it. That one’s areal nympho. Always touching herself, 
flashing guests, sticking things up her twat. She’s the reason they 
no longer have a pool table.” 


Susan laughed. 
“I think the two of you make a cute couple.” She snickered. 


All the spectators were very excited now. One naked girl — it was 
Layla, I could tell by the tiny birthmark on her hip — knelt in front 
of the blonde girl and forced her head between her legs. 


“Eat my pussy. Lick it, yessss ...” 


I swallowed. My penis was twitching, uncoiling and extending in 
my track pants. I tried to hold on to my righteous indignation. 


“What did she ever do to you? What did J ever do?” 


“Now Kelly, don’t be naive. People don’t do things to me. I do 
things to people.” Her voice lowered. “Are you getting hard, 
watching this?” 


“No,” I lied, blushing furiously. 


The video-me moaned and pumped wild and hard. The girls 
changed their chant to “Shoot it, shoot it,” and I gave a sudden 
deep thrust and held myself buried, quivering. 


“You shot such a big load up her,” commented Susan in my ear. 
“Tt was all dripping out and stuff. Watch.” 


Onscreen, I withdrew my dripping dick from her, and they made 
the girl roll over onto her back. Her gaping magenta cunt was 
lathered with my sperm. A great blob of gluey cum oozed out and 
inched down over her asshole. Girls took hold of my shoulders and 
forced my face down into the mess. 
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“Eat it, eat it,” they yelled, and Mistress Kelly obeyed, sucking 
and slurping away between the fat girl’s legs. The blonde clenched 
her teeth, turned very red, and let out an inarticulate howl as her 
whole body flopped. A wide toothy smile split her flushed, sweaty 
face. 


Feeling a little queasy, I looked at the timecode. There was 
another hour and twenty-six minutes of this. 


“Neat, huh?” teased Susan. 


I had to look away. When I glanced back at the video window, I 
was sprawled atop the fat girl and we were kissing passionately. 
Her beefy arms and legs hugged me tight to her considerable 
bosom. She kissed me back sloppily, but with just as much 
affection. My hat rolled off, and one of the cheerleaders put it on 
and preened. 


“Awww,” the girls onscreen cooed, “isn’t that cute. They’re in 
love.” 


Their laughter galvanized me with horror and outrage. A thought 
manifested itself in my head at that moment. This had to end. I 
knew with utter certainty that I couldn’t take much more of this. It 
was worse than the exposure and disgrace that Susan held over my 
head. 


I cleared my throat. 
“What?” Susan asked, probing my sudden silence. 


“When does this end?” I asked abruptly. “I mean, I can’t do this 
all my life, Susan.” I couldn’t control the edge of hysteria in my 
voice. 


“Calm down,” she said. 


“No I will not calm down!” I whisper-screamed into my cell 
phone. All the anger and fear made the words pour out of me. “If 
all I have to look forward to is a lifetime of degradation, then you 
can just go public with all this right now.” 


Oh God, what was I saying? 
“You’re upset Kelly, you don’t mean that. Watch what you say.” 


“No, you watch what I say! I want to know what you want, where 
you’re going with all this. I want to know when this all of this 
ends.” 
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“All right, all right! Look Kelly, it ends whenever you want it 
to.” Susan was silent for a moment. “But you’d have to do 
something for us, Kelly. A very big favor.” 


“What?” 
“We’ll be in touch,” Susan said abruptly, and then hung up. 


It occurred to me that Susan didn’t know the answer to my 
question. The thought that I'd thrown her for a loop was an 
unexpected beam of encouragement. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


2. The Challenge 


Forty-five minutes later, there was a honk from the driveway. It 
was Susan, in a zippy red convertible sports car with the top down. 
She waved to me. 


“Come on,” she said. “I want to show you something.” 


She drove twenty minutes out of town and stopped at a raunchy- 
looking roadside strip club. A smiling neon girl sported an unlikely 
combo of a miner’s helmet and a bikini. She had a pickaxe slung 
jauntily over one shoulder. Below her was the name of the place: 
The Strip Mine. 


“There it is,” Susan said. 
I didn’t get it. “What?” I asked. 


“That,” Susan said, pointing out the signboard out front, with its 
big arrow pointing into the parking lot. LIVE NUDE GIRLS, the 
black block letters spelled out. $5 LAP DANCES BEFORE 3PM. 
Below that, it read DAILY LUNCH SPECIALS, and just below 
that, THURSDAYS AMATURE NIGHT. CASH PRIZES. 


“If you have the guts to enter that contest,” she said, “you’re free. 
We’ll give you all the discs, all the copies, every print. Everything. 
But you’ve gotta dance.” 


“But,” I swallowed, “I’d have to get naked.” 
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“Duh. It’s a strip club.” 
“But ... everyone would see my ... they’d see me!” 

“Not everyone, Kelly,” Susan rolled her eyes. “Just a bunch of 
drunk strangers who you’ll never see again. And us, of course.” 


“U-us?” 


“Of course. You think the squad’s gonna miss out on something 
like that?” She smirked. “You let us know if and when you wanna 
go through with it.” 


I stared at my hands clasped in my lap. 


On the way home, I stared at the blur of trees whipping by, and 
something occurred to me. 


“Susan,” I ventured. 
“What?” 


“How could I even get in that place? Won’t they check my ID? 
I’m only 16.” 


“Don’t worry about it. You’re talking to the fake ID master.” 


Susan pulled a driver’s license from her clutch purse. It looked 
completely real as far as I could tell, and stated that Susan (who 
looked quite mature in the picture) was actually Patricia 
Greenwood of Sonoma California, age 21. 


“I can make you up a fake ID in under an hour. Everyone on the 
squad has one.” 


Susan smiled at me, and then rather to my discomfort, her eyes 
dropped to my chest. The wind from the convertible plastered my 
otherwise modest blouse against my breasts like skintight silk. I 
looked like I was smuggling watermelons. Susan licked her lips, 
and that meaningful glint sparked up in her eyes. Uh-oh. 


Susan pulled over and parked her car in a grove of trees off of the 
highway. She turned to face me, smiled, and pulled up her skirt. 
No panties, as usual. Her bare pink puss gave me a moist smile. 
Susan leaned back against the driver’s side door and spread her 
legs; her right leg went over the seat back and her left over the 
gearshift into the passenger legroom. I shifted as her high heel 
poked my calf. 


“Well?” she asked, arching an eyebrow at me. 
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With a mental sigh of resignation, I knelt up on the car seat with 
my legs tucked up under me, and bent into my work on Susan’s hot 
vagina. I ate her until she came, and all the while, she palmed and 
squeezed my breasts through my blouse until I was rigid and dizzy 
with uninvited lust. I then allowed her to strip me naked so she 
could bounce in my lap. I promised myself I wouldn’t come, that I 
wouldn’t give her the satisfaction, and as usual, I let myself down. 
We came together thunderously, and then Susan rose to make me 
suck my load out of her cunt. She kept me sucking until she came 
again. Her moans echoed among the trees and birdsong. 


Mellow and glowing, Susan finally drove me home. She stopped 
once more at a gas station. While Susan gassed her car up (and 
gave the boy cleaning her bug-spotted windshield a hard time) I 
got out of the car to buy a large bottle of diet soda. I went into the 
ladies room and rinsed my mouth out. The taste of Susan’s cunt 
still lingered. 


Later, as I got out in front of my house, Susan said carelessly, “If 
you decide to go through with it, let us know.” Then she roared 
off. 


She sounded so confident that I would never have the guts. Bitch. 
I trembled, as much at my own cowardice as her viciousness. 


I fumbled out my cell phone and punched Susan’s number. 
“What?” she yelled over the roaring wind of her convertible. 
“TI do it,” I said. 

“What?” 

“PII do it!” I yelled angrily. 

There was a long pause. 

“Fine. Next Thursday.” Susan hung up abruptly. 


Then my legs gave out and I sat down heavily on my calves. Oh 
God, what had I done? 


I hardly slept at all that night. My fingers twitched with the desire 
to phone Susan and call the whole thing off. Not giving in that 
night was the hardest things I’ ve ever done. 


And then, at about 3am, I had an idea. I recalled how strippers 
usually had some kind of theme to their act, a costume. A Naughty 
Nurse or Saucy Schoolgirl or some such drivel. A costume might 
be used to some kind of advantage. I thought furiously for a 
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moment, and then the perfect solution came to me. I smiled up at 
my ceiling, and at last, I could sleep. 


~~~ 


The next morning I called Susan. 


“Susan? It’s about the ... the thing.” I didn’t want to say it out 
loud on a phone. For an absurd moment, I felt like a cast member 
on The Sopranos. 


“Chickening out already?” She sounded smug, and to my 
surprise, relieved. The thought that she had doubts was oddly 
encouraging. She wasn’t some all-knowing opponent who could 
stay four moves ahead, after all. 


“No,” I answered firmly. “But I don’t have a sexy outfit to wear. 
I'll need a cheerleader’s uniform.” 


There was a long silence. 


“All right,” she said at last. “Wednesday night. The usual place.” 
It was funny how she automatically responded as though she were 
on a tapped line, too. 


She hung up before I could say good-bye. 


~~~ 


The basement of the gym storage building was a bit more 
subdued that Wednesday. Ordinarily, the girls would be sipping 
drinks and passing spliffs around, chatting animatedly in happy 
anticipation of the gangbang. 


I looked around. Susan was conspicuous by her absence. 


“Hi Kelly,” it was Stephanie, a button-cute strawberry blonde. 
She usually wore a broad, lazy grin while she bounced on my big 
cock and her tiny snub nose would scrunch up when she came. 
Right now, her manner was deferential, and that was very strange 
for me — ordinarily they all treated me like a favorite sex toy. 

You loved what it did for you, but you certainly didn’t worry about 
its feelings, and you always shut it back in the drawer afterwards. 


“Susan says you’re really gonna go through with it, huh?” 
I nodded. Stephanie and the others shook their heads in disbelief. 


“I can’t believe it. You’ve got some guts. So, we’re supposed to 
make you look nice for your big debut.” 
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I nodded again. 
“Well, let’s see if this uniform fits you.” 


She produced the standard red, white, and gold uniform of the 
Crawford High pep squad. 


I'd been naked so many times in front of them all. I didn’t even 
think twice about pulling off my shirt. The other girls looked 
startled, and then — to my amazement — one by one, they turned 
their backs to let me change in relative privacy. It occurred to me 
then that our relationship had changed. At that same moment I had 
the first, faintest, heretical glimmer of the idea that it might be 
directed as well. 


The top was a little tight, but aside from that, the uniform fit fine, 
and once I was decent again, I cleared my throat. The girls turned 
around and were silent for a moment, looking at me. I felt 
unaccountably nervous. 


“Wow, Kelly,” said Stephanie, sounding a little astounded, “You 
look great.” 


“Yeah,” said Josie, in that same stunned tone, “you look like ... 
one of us.” 


“We could ... do something with her hair,” suggested Sherry 
hesitantly. 


“She’ll need some stockings,” said Stephanie, frowning critically. 
“And some high heels.” 


Another girl began rummaging in her purse. “I’ve got some great 
new make-up ...” 


To my utter astonishment, the Cheerleading squad closed in on 
me and began making me over. They took to this new project 
cautiously at first, but then with mounting enthusiasm as they saw 
the results take shape. I was bemused, but it wasn’t unpleasant. 
This Wednesday night session took on the giggly ambience of a 
pyjama party, with a bunch of teenage girls swapping make-up tips 
and trying them out on me. 


Someone held up a compact mirror, and I couldn’t believe my 
own reflection. With my hair freed and my face fully-made up, I 
looked much older, at least college-age. The blue eye shadow and 
artfully applied mascara and eyeliner gave me a sensual, alluring 
look. I batted my lashes and smiled at myself. I watched my scarlet 
lips curl. I was suddenly reminded of my mother. 
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“God, Kelly, you’re gonna knock ‘em dead,” sighed Josie. The 
others chorused their affirmation. 


“At least ...” I cleared my throat again. “Until they see my ... 
you know.” 


To my surprise, the girls laughed. 


“You don’t have to worry about that,” chuckled Tanya, a slim 
chestnut brunette. “Thursdays are totally dead at the Strip Mine.” 


“Yeah,” chipped in Stephanie, “and they have, like, boo-coo 
security all over the place.” 


I was even more startled. “You guys have been there?” 


1"? 


“Hell, Kelly, we’ve all danced there!” Tanya rolled her eyes. 
“Amateur night is like, the final initiation test for a new member of 
the Cheerleader squad.” 


I gazed around at all of them. They all nodded. 


“You’ve gotta have the guts to get up in front of people if you 
wanna be on the squad,” explained Stephanie, with a shrug. 


“During my set,” said Josie, “I was dancing for two old guys and 
a pretzel.” 


“Yeah,” said Stephanie, “worst case scenario, a couple guys drop 
their drinks and you get escorted out.” She snorted, “Hell, they 
might not even notice.” 


The odds of anyone overlooking such a large object as my penis 
seemed none to non-existent, but I began to feel a bit more 
confident about the next night. 


“Okay,” said Tanya in a business-like voice. “Let’s learn some 
moves. You have three songs to dance through. Pick a down- 
tempo one to finish up on, you have to be naked by the time that 
one starts. That one’s easy, you just crawl around and spread your 
legs a lot. We all know how do that.” 


I burst out laughing at the same time as the rest of the squad. It 
was the first time they’d ever laughed with me as opposed to at 
me. It felt nice, even though my heart leapt into my throat at the 
thought of exposing myself so intimately in a public place. 


Tanya stooped down and turned on a portable CD player. Bass- 
heavy hip-hop filled the basement. 
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“We’ll start with the basic bump-and-grind. Fall in, people.” 


I was even more bemused when the rest of the squad obediently 
fell into ordered practice lines, with me front and center. I was 
absurdly reminded of an aerobics class. 


“Okay, simple pelvic rolls to start with. Five-six-seven-eight ... 
stick those asses out, bitches.” 


~~~ 


I never heard Susan come in. She was just suddenly there, in her 
usual sinister black corset tank and skirt. Her big black boots had 
made no sound on the mats. She kicked the CD player’s plug out 
of the wall, killing the music. 


“What the hell is going on here?” she glared at me. 
“What?” I asked, confused. 


We had worked up a good sweat, running through various exotic 
dancer moves and I discovered I had a natural affinity for them. 
My fear had dissolved and I was feeling pretty confident about 
Thursday. 


“What, Susan?” asked Tanya, exasperated. 
“That,” she said pointing at me. “Take that uniform off.” 
“Oh, why?” complained Josie. “She looks great.” 


“She’s not a member of this squad. What the hell were you 
smoking? If you think we’ re letting this little freak ratfuck our 
colors, forget about it.” 


Susan produced a plain blue outfit. She held up the top. It read 
Freak High in front, and in the back, where the team name would 
go, the word SLUTS was printed in large diagonal letters. She 
threw the uniform at me. 


“That’s what you wear tomorrow. You wear anything else, and 
the deal’s off.” 


I picked it up silently. 


The squad was shifting their feet, staring at the floor and clearing 
their throats. There was a very uncomfortable silence. 


Susan looked around with narrowed eyes. I could see her mind 
working. She had thought the outfit she had custom-made for me 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


would have brought out much hilarity at my expense, as she had 
done before with other stunts. She wasn’t expecting it to flop like 
this. The squad had reacted like she was picking on one of their 
own. Susan looked like the unreasonable one now, like a bully. 


“Susan,” Josie spoke up. “If you don’t want her wearing our 
colors in public, that’s fine. But — don’t you think ... thar’ — she 
indicated the blue uniform — “is kinda ... much?” 


The squad muttered their assent with her. 


“Whose side are you on, Josie?” Susan’s voice was deceptively 
mild. Josie caught the inherent threat. 


‘T m with the squad,” she said firmly. “But ... come on. We 
spend all this time making her look nice, and you come in and 
make her wear that.” She sounded sulky. 


I saw an opportunity. It was slim, but I had to take it. 


“Its okay,” I intervened in a placating voice. I folded up the 
Freak High uniform and put it in my backpack. “Pll wear it. I don’t 
mind.” 


“Good, so that’s settled,” Susan cut in loudly. She nodded, as 
though everyone were in agreement with her. “Tomorrow night at 
the Strip Mine, Ramsey. And don’t even think about backing out. 
Here.” She handed me a small plastic rectangle. It was a California 
driver’s license with my face. I was Karen Grady, of San Diego. 
“Your ID.” 


Susan turned on her heel and left. 


Sherry glared after her. “Sometimes she goes too far,” she 
muttered. 


Tentatively, I asked, “can somebody help me with this?” 
I indicated the Crawford High uniform. 


“Sure ... sure.” The girls helped me undress without getting it all 
make-uppy. They seemed genuinely embarrassed by Susan’s 
behavior, and they apologized for her several times. I tried not to 
smile. It was a victory. I had helped drive a wedge between Susan 
and her troops. 


I made sure I was the first to leave. Before I could leave, Josie 
took me aside. 
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“Look,” she said in a low, urgent whisper. “I’m gonna say this 
one time. Susan pushes it so much because deep down inside, she 
wants someone to check her. She wants to be put in her place and 
shown who’s boss. Got it? Now that’s all I got to say.” With that, 
she walked off and began gathering up her stuff. 


Bemused again, I walked out, and with a little shake of my head, 
got my ass in gear and high-tailed it to the bushes by the parking 
lot. I hid, and waited for the others to show up. 


As they walked to their cars, as I had anticipated, they stood 
around for a bit and chatted. I eavesdropped. 


“You know,” Tanya said, “it’s not like I have any regrets or 
anything, but when you think about it, she’s actually a lot nicer 
than Susan.” 


My ears pricked up. 


“No shit,” Josie sighed. “I just wish she’d stand up for herself 
more. I have no pity for a girl who lets herself be used like that.” 


“Oh come on, Josie,” said Sherry, “she’s got a lot more at stake 
than any of us. What would you do if you had a secret like that?” 


“I wouldn’t know,” giggled Josie. “I don’t have a dick.” 


“She’s hot, though,” mused Tanya. “I’m gonna miss these little 
get-togethers after tomorrow.” 


“Don’t be naive, Tanya,” snorted Josie. “Susan has no intention 
of giving her up. She told me so.” 


“Oh wow. That’s like, so mean.” 


“Yeah. I think our glorious leader is in Jove. In some sick and 
twisted way.” 


My chest tightened inside. There was more chatter after that, but 
I didn’t hear it. My brain was too busy digesting what I’d heard. 
One by one, and in groups, the girls kissed their good-byes, 
slammed car doors shut and drove off. 


I walked through the empty parking lot to the bus stop with my 
brain twirling. It didn’t stop twirling all the way home. 


Staring up at my bedroom ceiling, I didn’t know what to do. If I 
went ahead with Amateur Night, it wouldn’t make any difference. 
The funny thing was, I sort of still wanted to do it. I was excited at 
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the prospect of getting up on stage, and getting naked. The 
prospect was both terrifying and exciting. 


It went deeper than that. A part of me was tired of keeping my 
secret and being controlled by it. There was a tiny little rebel in me 
that wanted to say fuck it and show my penis to the whole world, 
and have done with all the secrecy. 


I lay in bed and pondered dancing naked on stage. How would 
the crowd react? Would they be outraged, aroused, or indifferent? 
Would they throw dollar bills, or bottles? 


I ran through the dance moves Id learned that night in my head, 
and envisioned myself performing them. My penis stood up and 
thumped my comforter with excited throbs. 


Oh, great. 


I couldn’t sleep. Restless with desire, I tossed and turned and 
tried to ignore the engorged, needy pulse between my legs. It 
wouldn’t go away. 


Reluctantly, I pulled up my nightie and took myself in hand. 


I hate touching myself. I hate the way it makes me lose control, 
the way the lust spreads through me like some kind of drug. I hate 
the horrid relaxation it brings, the way all my good sense melts 
away and leaves me feeling all slutty and depraved. I hate the nasty 
images that flood my brain when I’m caught up in it, all these 
kinky scenarios full of different men and women doing ... things 
to me, and me doing ... other things back to them. Things I don’t 
want to put on paper, and yet linger for days, until I do. 


And when I come ... God. It’s so messy and disgusting, and at 
the same time, it’s so glorious that I don’t even care. It’s scary, 
too, the way I just disappear into it when it happens. It makes me 
feel godlike. It’s just so unsettling. 


Sticky and depleted, I drifted off to sleep with my mind and body 
mellowed by a sweet and treacherous exhaustion. 


I hated and resented Susan and the others so much because I 
honestly couldn’t say I didn’t enjoy what they put my body 
through. As much as I didn’t want to love, crave, and revel in their 
hideous, humiliating affections, I did. 
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3. My Big Debut 


The dancers’ dressing rooms at the Strip Mine were clean, if 
somewhat cluttered with open gym bags overflowing with more 
varieties of colorful undies than I’d ever dreamed existed. Dressing 
tables with mirrors surrounded by light bulbs lined the walls. It 
was about 6pm and the evening shift dancers were already there. 
The dancers had music from the main club area piped in. 


A stunning blonde woman who looked about 26 looked at me 
with raised eyebrows as I walked in. She was completely naked 
and had one high-heeled foot up on a chair with a hand shaver in 
her hand. She was trimming her pubic hair into a perfect valentine. 
Her breasts were stupendous, and her brows finely arched. 


“Um, hi,” I said. “I’m here for the contest ...” 


I tried not to ogle her, but everywhere else I looked, gorgeous 
women were either totally naked or slipping in or out of skimpy 
thong bikinis in bright neon shades. I tried to keep my gaze locked 
on her cool blue eyes, but it was difficult. She had the most 
perfect, even, all-over tan I’d ever seen. 


“Oh,” she said, and glanced at the clock on the wall. “Is it 
Thursday already? Oh well. Yeah,” she gestured vaguely down the 
room. “There’s a free spot at the end of the row. You're the only 
one so far. You’ ve got about half an hour.” 


I was trying not to get wood, and as usual, completely 
unsuccessful at it. I smiled and thanked her, and shifted my 
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knapsack in front of myself. I could feel my penis swelling and 
extending with gleeful excitement. That good, rosy feeling 
bloomed in me, and my smile grew foolish. I was glad I’d worn 
my loose track pants. 


“Don’t mention it. My name’s Sandra, by the way. Hi.” She 
extended her hand, and I shook it, like it was the most natural thing 
in the world to shake hands with a naked stranger. “Onstage, my 
name’s Cheyenne, just so there’s no confusion.” 


“My name’s Kelly. Thanks again, Sandra,” I said, and hurried 
down the row and plunked my stuff down below the table. I sat 
down, and stared at my reflection. I remembered Stephanie’s 
make-up tips from the night before, and pulling out some of my 
mother’s cosmetics, started putting myself together for tonight, 
mentally and physically. 


I was applying my mascara when I realized that I had made a 
tactical blunder: I still had on my ordinary, non-stripper 
underwear. The bright lemon-colored thong bikini that Josie had 
given me was in my pack, along with the blue Freak High 
cheerleader uniform. I would have to strip to the buff to get 
changed. And right now my dick was like blue steel. 


What with my greater problem of stripping naked in front of a 
club full of strange men, I had never considered the problem of 
first stripping in front of a dressing room full of strange women. 
Fortunately, they all seemed to be occupied with their own 
preparations, talking and joking with each other. Aside from one or 
two curious glances, nobody noticed me. 


All, right, I told myself. Just do it. And do it quick, so you don’t 
get spotted. 


I removed my T-shirt and bra and with a queasy look around, 
quickly snapped on the bikini top. It barely fit me, and my big 
boobs overwhelmed the small little triangles of fabric. The cups 
barely covered the ends of my breasts and the strings pulled tight 
as telephone wires over my shoulders and around my back. 


All right. Half-way there. 


I readied the bikini bottoms with one hand and then shoved down 
my track pants and underwear with the other. The plan was to 
quickly step out of one garment and into the other as quickly as 
possible. Of course, it didn’t work out. 
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My feet got tangled up in my pants and my modest white cotton 
panel undies. I lost my balance and went sprawling. 


I opened my eyes to find myself looking up at a circle of amazed 
nude and semi-nude women. 


Oh shit. I thought, closing my eyes again. Game over. 
“Holy shit,” one of them exclaimed. “That’s a guy?” 


“No way,” said another, pointing. “She’s got a pussy, too. And 
look! There’s no balls.” 


“Look at the size of that thing!” another gasped. “It’s 
humongous!” 


“All right, all right, let her breathe.” It was Sandra/Cheyenne. 
She made the circle around me open, and then hands helped me up. 
My face was flaming, and it took all my will power not to cover 
my face and run. I made to pull up my pants and the strippers 
stopped me. 


“Not so fast,” Sandra told me. “I think a little explanation is in 
order.” 


“Please,” I said, “I just want to dance in the contest.” 


My rigid pole bobbed way out in front of me. Somebody grabbed 
it, and I gasped. 


“Its real,” one of them said wonderingly. “Flesh and blood. My 
God.” 


“Please,” I whimpered, “Please.” 


“You'll find it pretty hard to fit into a G-string,” Sandra said, 
“with this big thing taking up space.” 


Someone undid my bikini top, and it fell away, leaving me 
standing there completely bare. Sandra cupped one of my breasts 
and gave it a firm squeeze. It felt good, and my cock jumped. 


“These are real too,” she said with clinical detachment. She 
looked me up and down. “Incredible,” she said. “Absolutely 
incredible.” 


The hand gripping my penis stroked back and forth, and I gulped 
as I felt my feelings get the better of me. 
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Sandra wrapped a hand around my pole as well, and she and her 
friend stroked me off in unison. With her other hand, she pinched 
and tugged on my nipples, which made me gasp. 


“Is she gonna shoot?” some of the other strippers asked. “Can she 
shoot?” 


I answered their question with a huge groan as my penis flexed 
and spat out long jets of thick white fluid. I ejaculated all over my 
changing mirror, and left streams of sperm dripping from the edge 
of the dressing table. 


“Oh God ... God ...” I thought I might die of either pleasure or 
embarrassment. What was it about me that made females in groups 
so predatory? It was as if any group of three or more women 
automatically couldn’t keep their hands off me. 


The whole dressing room whooped with excitement at my 
orgasm. I had to admit, it was pretty spectacular. Sandra and her 
friend stroked me until I had nothing left to spurt. 


I gasped and panted. I was spent. My legs and my penis went all 
rubbery. 


Sandra reached over and grabbed a couple of wet-naps from a 
neighboring table and wiped down my changing area. She grabbed 
a few more and cleaned me off as well. I winced — my dick was a 
tad sensitive in the aftermath. Sandra glanced at me and smiled. 


“So ... Kelly. Do you mind telling us what you’re doing here?” 
Her eyes twinkled. “Besides entertaining the hell out of all of us, 
of course.” 


“Okay,” I sighed. “Up until now, my ... this,” I gestured at my 
penis, “was a secret. Some people discovered that secret and now 
they’re blackmailing me.” 


“Money?” asked Sandra. 
“No,” I shook my head. “Sexual favors.” 


Sandra, and some of the others winced. “Oh, I’m sorry honey. 
That’s harsh.” 


It seemed an odd response, seeing that they all just masturbated 
me without permission, but I let it go. 


“Anyway, tonight’s amateur contest is part of it.” I shrugged 
tiredly. “I hope I find a way out. Tonight is another step at least.” 
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The others were sympathetic. Sandra stroked my arm, and said, 
“Jesus, you’re brave. Look, honey, don’t worry about it. If things 
get ugly out there tonight, we’ll back you up. Just go out there and 
have a good time. Show ‘em what you got.” 


“Oh, shit,” someone else said. “Look at the time! We’re late. We 
gotta get out there.” 


Sandra kissed me on the cheek and whispered a final “Good 
luck,” before she and the others filed out into the club, chattering 
and laughing. 


She made me feel so much better. I sighed, and began putting 
myself back together. 


~~~ 


My final outfit was the Freak High uniform, complete with pom- 
poms, worn with a pair of white thigh-high stockings, electric blue 
high heels, and a tiny red satin choker as a kinky touch. Nobody 
else showed up for the contest. If nothing else, it looked like I was 
going to take first prize by default. That is, if I got out of there 
alive. 


Sandra came back to let me know my set was next and sent me 
out to the stage with a pat on the ass. I’d burned a set disc the night 
before and handed it off to the DJ before taking my place behind 
the Mylar curtain with my heart all a-flutter. I was giddy with 
fear and excitement. I thought I would either be sick or faint. 


“Here she is,” bellowed the DJ in his FM drive-time voice, “the 
first, and so far only contestant in tonight’s Amateur night contest - 
” there was a pause as he checked the waiver Id signed with the 
name on my fake ID — “Karen G., from right here in sunny San 
Diego!” 


I stepped through the curtain and onto the stage. My heels made 
me feel ten feet tall. The stage lights blinded me at first and I was 
startled at how hot they were. 


The second I appeared onstage, the whole place erupted into wild 
cheers. It amazed me. For a second I almost looked behind myself 
to see what gorgeous woman they were really applauding, and then 
it hit me — they were applauding me. 


The next thing that hit me was holy cripes — the place is packed 
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Moving silhouettes on the other side of the wall of light 
surrounding me outlined full tables and strippers and waitresses 
moving briskly between them. 


Then the roar of hearty male approval hit me and blew my fear 
away like cobwebs. I felt a rush of excitement like nothing I’d ever 
felt in my life. I was electrified. 


My first song came up, and I tossed my hair and strutted forward, 
like I'd been doing it all my life. 


The first song I'd chosen was Super Freak, by Rick James. I 
shook my pom-poms and stuck my chest out, so the lettering Freak 
High was clearly visible. I thought I might be able to turn Susan’s 
rotten prank to my advantage. 


It worked. The audience got it. Oh man, they just ate it up. They 
laughed and clapped and hooted and pounded on their tables with 
their beer bottles and sang along. 


“She’s a very kinky girl ... the kind you don’t take home to muth- 


AW ee 

At the end of the first verse, I turned and shook my behind at 
them, so that the team name SLUTS was visible across my back, 
and my little cheerleader skirt swished attractively about my G- 
stringed bottom. This triggered another eruption of frantic 
applause. There was a particularly loud, long table to the right of 
the stage, and they began cheering, “Go Sluts, rah, rah, rah! Hook 
‘em, horns!” 


All the moves that I’d learned the night before came back to me. I 
was in a strange mode I'd never been in before, but then again, I’d 
never performed for a huge crowd before. I had a weird double 
sense of what I was doing at that very second coupled with a cool, 
detached evaluative sense of what to do next. It was like a potent 
sixth sense I never knew I had. I could feel the emotional 
temperature of the room; all I had to do was pay attention to it and 
respond to it to work the crowd into a frenzy. Tease, then flaunt. 
Be demure, and then slutty. I gyrated my hips, and then - without 
even thinking about it — grabbed the brass pole center stage and 
flung myself around and around like a figure skater doing a triple 
axel. I smiled and pouted and coaxed. I ran through my repertoire 
of moves and then began inventing my own, letting the lust of the 
audience direct me. 


There was a live wire of nonverbal communication flowing back 
and forth between the entire room and me. My actions, and then 
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their response. I’d never experienced anything so remarkable, and 
so exciting. 


The men were singing, “She’s a Super Freak ... Super Freak ... 
she’s super freaky ...” and I realized my first number was ending. 
My detached, calculating side thought, J should really start taking 
my clothes off, and so, standing tall, I grabbed the hem of my top 
and very slowly lifted it off. My bikini-covered breasts fell out, 
and I shook them at the audience. 


The noise was deafening. 


Through the roar, I dimly noticed a man from the long table on 
the right was standing at the side of the stage. He was waving a bill 
in the air, looking mesmerized. 


At first, I didn’t know what he wanted. Then I remembered 
where I was and danced over to him. For a split second I almost 
lifted my skirt so he could tuck his money in my G-string, but then 
realized he would certainly see my penis stuffed lengthwise under 
the band of my thong. I wasn’t ready to show these people my 
business yet, and I was determined to avoid that entirely, if 
possible. I leaned over instead and dangled my heavy breasts in his 
face. 


I pulled down the yellow triangle cupping my right breast. 
“Put it right in there, mister,” I cooed. 


He looked like he might faint. He had the look of a drunken 
conventioneer, with a rumpled suit and loosened tie. He had a 
corporate nametag stickered to his right lapel, encircled in tiny 
print: 


FDM Merges and Acquisitions. 
A Wholly Owned Subsidiary of FutaCorp. 
(and within that, in big sans serif letters:) 
Hello! My Name Is: 
(and below that, in magic marker:) 
Kevin A. 


I glanced over at his table. They were all sporting similar 
nametags. 
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Kevin A. gingerly stuffed his bill — it was a twenty, I noticed 
somewhat to my shock — under the right cup of my bikini top. 
His rough, hairy knuckles brushed the smooth softness of my 
breast, and his fingers gently touched my nipple as he withdrew his 
hand. The contact was deeply pleasant, and my loins started 
thrumming along with the bass line. 


Pd always known, in an objective sort of way, that my body was 
attractive — my boobs certainly got enough attention — but the full 
import of that never sank home until that moment. I always 
thought my face was too gamine, and my chest oversized. I had 
always regarded my looks as either sub-par, or in the case of my 
bosom, a nuisance. It all came home to me then; those same 
nervous, annoying people who would try to talk to me on the way 
to and from school would go nuts to see me strip. They would 
pay money for the privilege. A feeling both totally foreign and 
utterly delightful to me flooded through my body: power. 


I bent down and kissed Kevin A’s forehead. “Thank you Kevin,” I 
said sweetly. He walked back to the table and the others high-fived 
him. 


My second song began: a wickedly seductive pop song from the 
eighties called Z Know What Boys Like by The Waitresses, possibly 
the most evil song ever written. Putting some righteous sway into 
my hips, I moved to the front of the stage. I stuffed my twenty- 
dollar tip into my stocking top and reached behind myself to untie 
my top. The crowd went berserk. Through the stage lights (which 
were starting to make me perspire) I could see the Crawford High 
Cheerleading Squad seated near the stage, opposite the drunken 
crowd from FDM. They were looking around uneasily, clearly 
nonplussed by this wild response. Susan looked aghast. 


I untied the simple knot with one hand, and with the other, I held 
my top in place over my breasts as the strings fell over my 
forearms. I teased. I didn’t want to expose myself, just yet. I leaned 
forward, letting my boobs hang, cupping my top over my nipples. I 
waggled my shoulders to make my tits swing. 


“Oh God ... oh God ...” I could hear one of the male patrons 
gibbering, “Holy fuck she’s fucking gorgeous!” 


I smiled, and stood up straight. Ever so slowly, I inched my 
untied top up over my breasts. The audience groaned as if they 
were in real pain as my nipples were gradually exposed. I twirled 
my top over my head like a lasso and flung it away. I stood there 
with my arms raised, and my boobies lifted bare and proud and 
enormous. The crowd responded with another roar. 
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Then I just went crazy. I cupped and played with my breasts, 
tugged on my nipples and made kissy faces into the audience. I 
lifted each breast to my mouth and circled my areolas with my 
tongue. I sucked my own nipples, pulling on them savagely with 
my teeth. 


“They get so angry...Like pouty children...denied their candy ... 
I laugh right at them ...” 


“Oh yes, oh yes. Do that!” I could hear men yelling their 
appreciation in hoarse, needy voices. Their longing propelled me, 
and I shook my top and bottom every which way. 


Everywhere I looked, I could see men with avid eyes and their 
hands in their laps, furtively working. I was dizzy with glee, and 
totally into it. I was the seductive demon-slut of all their dreams, 
and I loved it. I gloried in the waves of desire I could feel 
pounding over me. Then, as the second song began winding down, 
an outrageous idea came to me. 


I picked up my pom-poms and strode to the edge of the stage. 
“Gimme an F!” I yelled. 


“FI” the entire club yelled back. I was almost bowled over 
backwards by the volume. 


“Gimme a U!” 


“U!” Sandra and the other strippers paused in their wandering to 
add their voices. 


“Gimme a C!” 


“C” By now, the wait staff had joined in, laughing and pumping 
their fists in the air. 


“Gimme a K!” 
“K!” The kitchen staff and the bouncers were in on it. 
“What’s that spell?” I screamed. 


“Fuck!” The entire FDM table was on their feet. The rest of the 
club was rising as well. 


“What’s that spell?” 


“FUCK!” To my astonishment, Josie, Sherry, Tanya, and 
Stephanie from the Cheerleaders’ table were on their feet as well, 
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adding their voices to the multitude. Their mouths were open in 
howls of delight. The others looked like they wanted to get up 
too, but were glancing between me and Susan, whose face curdled 
in horror. 


I gave a whoop worthy of any pep rally, leaped up high in the air, 
and came down in a perfect Cheerleader Split. I raised my pom- 
poms high and got a standing ovation at the close of my second 
song. 


I whirled about and gracefully rose to my feet as my final song 
faded in, a grinding sexual number from Monster Magnet, of 
course, My Little Friend. 


“This little creature is a monster ... she likes to drink her gas-o- 
line...” 


I finally understood what it meant to have an audience in the 
palm of your hand. I felt high and invincible. My cock was hard, 
and it ached from being pressed sideways to my belly beneath my 
tight undies. I had been planning all along to keep the skirt on; 
that was why I asked for a cheerleader uniform. I could keep the 
skirt on and just pull the crotch of my underwear aside to show off 
my vagina (if I had to) while keeping my penis hidden. The thing 
was, I knew now, with feverish certainty, that I had the power to 
show them everything and make them like it. There was nothing 
that would alienate them at this point. 


I was considering how to do this, buying myself some time with 
my back to the audience and wiggling my ass, when Susan jumped 
up on stage and attacked me. 


I didn’t realize someone else was onstage until I felt her hands 
grab my skirt and yank down. She had gotten a good piece of my 
thong, too, and they ripped clean off. The skirt was designed to 
tear away, with Velcro snaps, and I was suddenly bare-ass naked 
but for my stockings, blue high heels, and my little red satin 
choker. 


“Hey!” somebody from the FDM table yelled, “Security!” 


I was startled, to say the least; it threw me completely off my 
stride. Without thinking, I lunged forward and disappeared behind 
the shining curtains before anyone could see me. 


Cut off from the audience, that wonderful, unspoken 
communication we’d shared was gone, snipped brutally like an 
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umbilical. I was mortal again, and terrified. I cowered behind the 
curtain, rattled beyond belief. 


The crowd exploded into boos. My heart quailed at first, but then 
I realized they were booing Susan. 


I peeked out, and saw her being carried off bodily by a security 
guy; she was spitting and screeching like a wildcat. She still had 
my skirt and panties clutched in her fist. The Merges and 
Acquisitions group was particularly vociferous in their criticism. 


“Throw that bitch out!” a sweet-looking, petite woman roared 
(her name tag read Hello! My name is Jamie, with the ‘I’ dotted 
with a heart). “How dare she! Lifetime ban!” 


“Bring back the hot cheerleader!” yelled another (Hello! My 
name is Micah). 


The crowd began chanting “Super freak! Super freak!” 


I stood there with all my acres of bare skin trembling, with 
nothing to hide my cock. I heard their voices, and I wanted to go, 
but I was paralyzed. 


“Go ahead Kelly.” 


I turned around. It was Sandra. She smiled at me. “Or Karen, or 
whatever your name is.” She nodded toward my penis. “Don’t 
worry about that. They’re ready for you. You’re a natural. Go get 
‘em.” 

I looked at the DJ, who was staring at me from his booth with 
bulging eyes. I made a twirling motion with my finger, and he 
shook himself, nodded, and restarted my third song. 


When the crowd heard my cue reset, they began cheering. Here 
goes nothing, I thought, and stepped through the curtain, cock- 
first. I don’t think I’ve ever done anything braver. 


At the sight of me, the audience made a sound like they’d 
received a wall-denting punch in their collective gut. All the 
whoops and “whoo’s” and rebel yells turned into one big 
descending “whoooaaaa” like someone had yanked the plug from 
an air mattress. 


I tried to play it off brassy. I wiggle-walked back to the front of 
the stage with a confidence I surely didn’t feel. My cock bounded 
from side to side. 
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Their confusion pressed in on me from every direction; I could 
almost hear it, a shocked stupid voice slurring, “That’s not what I 
expected to see ...” 


I had to turn them around quick or I would lose control of them. 


I smiled — a warm inviting, genuine smile (I did want them to like 
me, after all) — and grabbed hold of my hugely erect penis with 
both hands and shook it at the roomful of slack jaws. 


With a broad grin, I yelled out over the music, “Say hello to my 
little friend!” 


The tension released in an explosion of laughter. I could feel it. I 
would have wept with relief if I weren’t so elated. I hadn’t lost 
them. The desire had disappeared briefly at the big moment of 
revelation, but now it was back in full force, albeit spiked with 
disbelief, fascination, and frenzied curiosity. 


Is that real? That can’t be real. If it isn’t, that’s one hell of a 
stage gimmick! That’s real! Oh man, holy fucking shit, look at that 
thing! 


I listened to the babble of voices and rode the wild rush of their 
response. I ground my hips, making my big post sway in slow, 
heavy figure-eights. I bobbed on my heels, making my titties 
bounce and my prong bound up and down. 


I lay down and lifted and opened my legs in a wide V. It was 
startling how long and curvy the high heels made my legs look, 
even though I’m only five-foot nothing. With my legs spread like 
that, my vagina was completely exposed and I had no more secrets. 
More amazement, more raging curiosity, and more lust wafted 
over the stage like an intoxicating scent. I let them all get a good, 
long look, and see-sawed my hips so my hugely upright penis 
swayed from side to side like the arm of a metronome. 


I was winning. I bent my legs back and reached down to spread 
my labia with one hand. I was wet, and I could imagine how it 
would glisten under the stage lights. With my other hand, I 
grabbed my cock and began stroking. My arousal was a blazing, 
expanding thing inside me; my skin felt hot, and tight as a drum. I 
writhed, and humped my fist in sync with the music. 


Fucken awesome ... fucken incredible ... grown men sounded 
like they might weep. J can’t fucken believe it ... that’s just fucken 
impossible ... 
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Then I noticed him. It was another FDM guy, standing by the 
stage clutching a bill. It was a fifty, my detached-half noted. He 
looked drunk and dazed, as though he had no idea how he got 
there. I swaggered over to him, making sure my cock swung to and 
fro. His eyes followed it. 


He was acute Asian guy, and his tag read Hello! My name is 
Steven F. His mouth was open wide, and his eyes were, too. He 
held out his offering, and I let him slip it in my stocking top. His 
fingers caressed my thigh, which sent an electric tingle through 
me, but then he didn’t take his hand away. It remained upright, 
fingers open, poised. His eyes met mine as though asking 
permission, and I shrugged mentally and nodded to him. What 
could it hurt now? 


He gingerly took hold of my penis; his palm was hot and sweaty. 
“Oh ... my ... God.” He looked as though he might swoon. 


He stroked it, pulled my foreskin forward over the spread of my 
bulb and a clear pearl of fluid bloomed in my urethra. He stared at 
it, and licked his lips. 


“Go ahead,” I told him. I was curious, in a disconnected, fatalistic 
way to see what he would do, and what might happen. I was sure I 
was on borrowed time here, and I was a little amazed some brawny 
security dude hadn’t already chucked me out after Susan. The rest 
of the club seemed to have disappeared. It was just the two of us, 
locked together in this breathless pocket of time. 


Hello! My name is Stephen F leaned forward and licked away my 
pearl. His tongue was soft and wet, and my super-sensitive glans 
sizzled. 


Reality resumed. The club howled even louder. Invisible breakers 
of amazement and raunchy avidity rolled over the stage. 


“Go for it Stevie!” yelled one of his compadres (Hello! My name 
is Tim), “It’s good luck!” 


“Tt’s even better luck if she cums!” yelled the other woman at 
their table, with a sloshed giggle. She was a buxom young brunette 
with twinkly eyes and round rimless glasses (Hello! My name is 
Brynn). 


“It’s sweet,” he said in a thick, amazed voice, “Sweet and salty.” 
He called out to his friends over his shoulder. “You guys gotta try 
this!” 
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With warning, Hello! My name is Stephen F leaned forward 
again, and sucked my knob into his mouth. I gave a startled gasp. 
He slurped on me, his eyes closed in pleasure. 


“Ooooh,” I sighed. This was even better! I glanced around at all 
the stunned faces and thought, what the hell, and began fucking his 
mouth in time with the music. I hefted my titties and rolled my 
nipples between my fingers. I cooed. I reveled in being the 
undisputed center of attention. 


I got over-enthusiastic, went in too deep, and Stephen F gasped, 
gurgled and pulled away. 


“Incredible,” he panted. “Incredible.” 


“Don’t Bogart that thing, Steve-o,” a voice said, and I was 
startled to see a line forming behind him. His entire table had risen 
like zombies and shuffled to the stage. They had a glazed, 
hypnotized look. They had huge money rolls in their hands and 
plucked at them with nerveless fingers, while their eyes stayed 
riveted on me. Hello! My name is Dan Jay had spoken. “I’m next. 


99 


Oh ...well. I raised my hands over my head and began clapping 
along with the beat. In seconds, I had the whole club clapping 
along with me. I put some wiggle into it, and kept my feet planted 
firmly so my supplicants had easy access. 


The mood of the room had elevated to near-mania. Something 
was happening here that was beyond all their expectations and 
certainly illegal. Things like this did not happen in their world. 
They came into a roadside strip club to scope some naked chicks 
and drink a few overpriced beers, and instead, they got their minds 
blown. 


Before, a few men had been furtively beating off in their pants; 
now, most of the male patrons (and a few of the staff) had their 
pants open and pulled down; they were openly masturbating. Two 
naked strippers (one of them was Sandra, I noted dimly) 
spontaneously started going down on each other in a hot 69 on the 
bar. I could her one poor man moaning Oh my God oh sweet Jesus 
look at that oh my God over and over again like a looped sound 
bite. 


Through the lights, I could see the security staff (who looked as 
stunned as everyone else) conferring with some guy in a suit, I 
guess the club owner, and he was shaking his head, making ‘wait 
and see’ gestures. His eyes were as bright on the action as anyone 
else’s. 
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I glazed out into a fog of pleasure. Each of my admirers would 
slurp me for five beats, put money in my stockings, and move on. I 
could feel my heat gather to a low boil. That fantastic handjob 
Sandra and company had given me in the dressing room allowed 
me to hold off my second orgasm almost the entire length of my 
closing number. I smiled fondly down at the rotation of people 
sucking me, and kept the rest of me in motion for the spectators. 


A man with a dark, satanic look (whose tag read, appropriately 
enough, Hello! My name is Angel) sucked me hungrily, with 
generous rolls of his tongue, and then winked at me as he 
disengaged with a pop. Another mouth engulfed me, and I swayed, 
thrusting my pelvis lazily. 


“Hi Kelly,” I heard someone whisper and looked down to see 
Josie smiling around my trunk. She deepthroated me, earning some 
amazed applause of her own. She’d had lots of practice. Tanya and 
Stephanie, their cheeks glowing with booze and excitement, 
bounced in line behind her. 


The sight of these pretty young girls sucking my big cock drove 
the audience over the edge into total insanity. The stageside area 
was mobbed, and people hurled handfuls of bills onto the stage. 
They fluttered around me like autumn leaves. 


Hello! My name is Jim bobbed on me double time, and my slow 
simmer began to rise to a rolling boil. My song was ending, and I 
realized the DJ had played it twice. 


We switched mouths again, and I announced, “I’m going to cum, 
people.” 


“We wanna see it! We wanna see it!” the mob screamed. 


Hello! My name is Matt immediately began sucking frantically, 
but I gently detached myself. As attractive as shooting down his 
throat was, I couldn’t deny that sea of ecstatic faces: FDM 
conventioneers, the brave remnants of the Cheerleading squad, 
shellshocked Strip Mine regulars and assorted strippers and wait 
staff. I had teased, tantalized, and aroused them all beyond reason 
and they were entitled to a big Hollywood ending. 


Hands reached out to me like a rock star and stroked my sweaty 
body; I stood tall in my high heels and stroked myself. An 
impudent finger slipped up my juicing, clamping vagina (Hello! 
My name is Andrew gave me a sly wink) and rubbed my super spot 
about two inches in. 
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“Oh,” I grunted, “oh, oh, oh, ohhhh -” 


I let out a shriek as I blasted off. It was, hands down, the best 
orgasm of my life. There was no guilt or bad feelings, just a clean, 
pure joy as my cock plumped and then spurted thick, translucent 
seed with all the force of a water cannon. Big streams arced over 
all those expectant faces. High-powered bursts flew every which 
way. Their tilted their faces up to me, and opened their mouths as I 
gave them all my sticky blessing. 


Dimly, I could see penises ejaculating everywhere, the whole 
club coming in unison with me. 


“Oh wow!” I gasped, “WOW!” 
I was in outer space; I was a super nova. 


When I was done, I let them all give me a farewell suck. 


~~~ 


The DJ’s voice was shaky. “Let’s give a big hand, ladies and 
gentlemen, for the winner of tonight’s amateur dance contest, 
Karen G. Karen, please report to the owner’s office in the back to 
collect your prize.” The applause was nothing short of thunderous. 
I bowed, and blew kisses. The stage was littered with cash, more 
than I could count. I picked up a bill at random and used it to dab 
at some sperm clinging to my penis. I realized I was wiping my 
dick with a $100 bill. 


The DJ cleared his throat. “A further announcement, we will be 
closing early tonight, in about ten minutes actually, so please finish 
your drinks.” There were cries of disappointment. He paused. 
“And if anyone asks, you were never here tonight and this never 
happened.” There was no trace of drive-time FM in his voice at all 
now. There was another pause. “Goes double for me.” 


I gave my last bows, gathered up all my tips, and exited 
backstage to the dressing rooms. A crowd of ecstatic strippers 
greeted me like a conquering hero, led by Sandra. They hugged 
me, and gushed congratulations and compliments. Hand after hand 
touched and squeezed my quiescent rod, as though they were 
shaking hands with it. It was a little overwhelming. 


“You pulled it off!” beamed Sandra. “That was the most amazing 
thing I’ve ever seen!” 


“Thanks,” I said bashfully. Now that I was off stage, an odd 
humility was settling over me. I couldn’t believe what I’d done, 
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and even though I was glowing from my accomplishment (not to 
mention a fantastic orgasm) it all seemed like a dream. I felt like 
someone else had taken over me while I was onstage and I was just 
a surprised passenger. 


They followed me into the showers and chattered excitedly as I 
cleaned off. It felt good to wash away all the sweat. A waitress was 
waiting for us when we came back, with a tray of champagne 
glasses. 


“Compliments of the owner,” she said. She lowered her voice. 
“His office is down the hall. Asap, okay?” 


The strippers acted like it was Christmas and toasted me. I 
couldn’t stop blushing, and the champagne tickled my nostrils as I 
swigged it down. 


“Well,” I sighed, as I put down my flute, “time to go face the 
music.” 


“Oh, don’t worry about Larry,” Sandra dismissed the owner with 
a wave. “He’s just a big pussycat.” 


The manager’s office was down the hall from the dressing rooms, 
just past the kitchens. The kitchen staff applauded me as I walked 
past, and I bowed and blushed again, and hoped I never met any of 
them on the bus. 


Larry’s office was small, with autographed photos of feature 
dancers all over the faux-wood paneling. Larry, a Herb Tarlek 
type in a loud shirt, sat behind an overloaded desk, talking on the 
phone. He looked much shaken, but not angry, thank God. 


“Wipe the security tapes,” he was saying. “Yes, all of them. I 
don’t care, as far as I’ m concerned, we never opened tonight. Got 
that?” He rolled his eyes. “I don’t know, tell them we all got the 
flu or something.” He looked up. “I gotta go, here she is. Yes.” He 
listened for a second, and then grimaced. “What, you want her 
autograph or something?” He slammed down the phone. 


“My God,” he said to me before I could even say hello, “I can’t 
even begin to say how illegal that was, what you did out there. 
Jesus.” He shook his head. “All right, first off, after tonight, I don’t 
want to ever see you in my club again, capeesh?” 


I nodded. I was a little scared. I hoped he wouldn’t start yelling at 
me or anything. 
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“Okay,” he sighed, and seemed to relax a little. “I don’t think any 
inspectors were in tonight, but even if I got shut down, I almost 
think it would be worth it. That was, hands down, the most 
incredible floor show I’ ve ever seen, ever. I’ ve never seen 
anything like it, not even in Mexico.” He looked at me. “Where 
have you been hiding yourself?” 


“I — I don’t do this for a living,” I said. “T ve never done anything 
like this before.” 


“Good,” he said fervently. “Keep it that way. At least as far as 
my club goes.” He reached into his pocket and counted off five 
$100 dollar bills. “Secondly, there’s your first prize money.” 


I took it. It occurred to me that I had made at least three times 
that much in tips. 


“Thirdly,” he said, “I meant what I said about not coming back 
here. This is a strip bar, not a swingers’ club.” He gave me a sharp, 
perceptive look. “And if you’re over 18, I’m a fuckin’ Eskimo. 
That being said,” he sighed again, and rubbed his sweaty face, 
“there’s a group of people here tonight who made me a very 
handsome offer.” He sounded almost regretful, as though 
handsome offers were an unfortunate occurrence in his life. “We 
have a VIP Lounge in the back, and a certain group of individuals 
have requested that we keep it open after we close up the main 
club area.” He gave me a very direct look. “They would like a 
private show. You and another girl. Your slice is $2000.” 


I was staggered. I could readily guess it was my new friends from 
Merges and Acquisitions. I wondered how much they were paying 
the owner on top of my fee and my mind boggled. 


“The VIP Lounge has an open bar and no club staff will be 
present.” He gave me another direct look. “You'll be on your own. 
And whatever happens in the VIP stays in the VIP. Got that?” 


Got it. So it was that type of show. 


My immediate impulse was to say no. I had already pushed my 
luck enough tonight, and gotten way luckier than I probably 
deserved onstage. 


“Which other girl?” I asked. 
His wry, clever eyes looked at me. “Who would you like?” 


My voice was speaking before my brain had a chance to 
intervene. “Could it be Sandra?” I couldn’t believe myself. 
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“Sure,” he said, with a shrug. “She’s done VIP shows before.” He 
picked up the phone again. “Barb? Could you ask Sandra ... no, 
you know, Cheyenne, if she wants to make an extra $1200 
tonight?” Pause. “It’s a VIP show with that new girl. Yes, that 
one.” Another pause. “No, I’m sorry Barb, she already asked for 
Sandra. Thank you.” 


He turned back to me. “That’s all set. The VIP changing rooms 
are just to your right down the hall. Ten minutes.” 


Events seemed to be rushing forward with their own momentum, 
leaving me spinning in their wake. I thanked Larry mechanically, 
got up, and went to the VIP backstage area. It was smaller than the 
main changing area, with only three changing stations, but much 
more luxurious. The chairs were nicely padded and thick pile 
carpets covered the floor. There was an open, ice-filled cooler 
filled with sodas, beer, and wine coolers. Someone had laid out a 
fruit basket. I smiled and shook my head a little. I felt like a star. 


Sandra came in. She was still wearing her bikini. 


“Hi Kelly,” she said and hugged me. There was an eager, 
enthusiastic light in her eyes. Her skin was so warm, and smooth 
as silk. 


“Hi Sandra.” My penis stirred against her crotch. Her smile grew 
wider as I rose. 


“Um,” I said, “I don’t know what I’m gonna wear ... Susan took 
my Cheerleader skirt ...” 


“Don’t worry about it honey,” she said, and produced a bottle of 
some skin lotion Id never seen before. “This is the VIP Lounge. 
This is all we’ ll need.” 
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4. In the VIP 


The lotion gave my skin a subtle, shimmery luster under the stage 
lights. It had a pleasant peachy scent, and having Sandra apply it to 
me all over was delightful, but not as delightful as when I got to 
apply it to her. Susan was at least twelve years older than I was, 
but her body was so beautiful, so satiny-soft and voluptuous, it 
didn’t matter at all to me. When we walked out together onto the 
stage, both of us completely naked, my penis was already erect and 
throbbing. 


The VIP Lounge was like a suburban rec room complete with 
foosball and pool tables, and big comfy leather couches facing the 
small stage. The dim lighting made the line of small inset foot 
lights that rimmed the stage seem very bright. The stage itself was 
a half circle set into the wall, extending maybe eight feet at its 
longest, and less than a foot high. A small battery of overhead 
stage lights cast a multi-colored cone of radiance over the small 
platform. 


My set music was playing, and sure enough, the name-tag 
brigade was there; some of them sat on the couches, some of them 
sat cross-legged on the floor by the stage. They all looked very 
happy to see me, and very, very tipsy. There were empty beer 
bottles and martini glasses everywhere. They were obviously in a 
celebratory mood with their expensive suits worn open-collared 
and ties untied, giving them a rakish look. The two females were 
attractively disheveled in smart, short skirts in solid colors. They 
all looked as wealthy, drunk, and jubilant as a Harvard law class 
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on graduation day. They raised their drinks and cheered as Sandra 
and I appeared. 


They were happy to see me. I felt a flush of great silly pleasure 
as I grasped this fact. There was nothing feigned about their 
enthusiasm. After seeing me for the first time tonight, these 
wonderful people who didn’t know me, and didn’t know the first 
thing about me, were solidly, endearingly in my corner. 


Suddenly, I felt very good and comfortable about this whole 
endeavor and not a bit nervous. I wanted to please them, and a 
mischievous little inner voice told me I could probably blow their 
minds even further. 


Sandra and I bowed — it just seemed like the right thing to do — 
and I smiled back at my fans. 


Then Sandra, who was taller than I was, turned me to face her, 
and kissed me. 


In a very significant way, it was my first real kiss: for the first 
time I was making out with someone of my own choosing, because 
I wanted to, and not because somebody blackmailed me into it. I 
closed my eyes and enjoyed it. Her lips were soft and moist, and 
her tongue was electric; it stoked my arousal with a teasing sexual 
current. My mouth bloomed to hers as we embraced and my 
painfully erect penis squashed upright between our bellies. 


“Beautiful,” someone said. “Simply beautiful.” 


Sandra kissed my neck, bit my ears (yowza/), and then dotted the 
slopes of my breasts with more kisses. She cupped their fat, 
forward-thrusting bellies and squeezed hard, as thought she was 
trying to force milk out through my nipples. For a moment, I forgot 
all about the audience and just groaned. My nipples popped way 
out, stiff and happy. Sandra sucked them, first one at a time and 
then together as she bunched my tits up and took both nipples in 
her mouth as one. She sucked me so hard it nearly hurt, and desire 
oozed through me, warm and potent, making my cock harder and 
more urgent and the rest of me softer and more languid. I was wet 
and hot, and the deepest heat and slickest wetness thrummed right 
there between my legs. 


My fans were yelling encouragement and I gave them a dopey 
smile as Sandra slowly knelt down before me. She kissed her way 
down my body. I sifted that beautiful blonde hair between my 
fingers and stared down at her; she was amazing. No one had ever 
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made me feel like this. Sex with somebody who actually liked you 
was awesome! 


Sandra held my hips to steady me, and then dipped her head to 
lick me from clitoris to glans in one long, slow pass. My eyes 
rolled back in my head. I squirmed. 


Once her tongue reached my glossy bulb, she didn’t remove it 
either, but just left it there, lapping and tickling at my tiny slit. Her 
tongue wormed inside, and I thought I might collapse. 


I could feel that rising expectancy in my body that meant orgasm 
was fast approaching, and Sandra felt it too. She backed off and 
stood up, smiling at me. She was so beautiful - naked, bosomy, 
confident and generous — I had to blink back tears. She held my 
penis and pumped it lightly to keep my blood up. 


I was so hot. I kissed her again, a passionate and sensuous lip- 
lock that had our tongues slipping back and forth and my eyes 
rolling behind their closed lids. She pushed down on my penis so it 
went between her legs instead of upright between us, and I could 
feel her wetness and heat sliding along the top of my post. I 
moaned into her mouth, feeling her pussy chomp at the bit, 
mouthing my length. My swollen glans bobbed in the open air on 
the far side of her buttocks, and their cool curves caressed me. 


I just wanted to devour her. I broke our kiss, and kissed my way 
down her body as she had done me, slobbering in my eagerness. 


I sank into a crouch and hefted her breasts. I stuffed my mouth 
with them, sucking hard and letting my fingers sink into all that 
luxurious softness. Her fingers stroked my hair and I looked up 
into her warm, indulgent smile. 


“That’s it,” she said softly. Her nipples stiffened in my mouth, 
and her cheeks flushed to a deep pink. I applied a strong suction, 
and her lips pursed, mimicking mine. “Oooooh.” 


The stage lights cast a multi-colored gleam along the under-curve 
of her breasts, and I followed the trail of light and shadow down 
the gentle rondure of her belly, kissing and licking all the way. I 
slipped my tongue into her navel and delighted in feeling her 
squirm, as I had. She had a piercing there, and I played with it for a 
while, batting her little gold ring this way and that with my nose. I 
could smell her arousal wafting up from below and I inhaled 
deeply. 
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My hands ran up and down the smooth curves of her legs and I 
could feel the tremble in them as I kissed her perfect little 
valentine. Her hands were firmer on my head now, directing me, 
and I happily burrowed my face between her legs. My tongue 
sliced through her velvety-soft labia and her juices filled my mouth 
like an opened peach. 


Oooh. She was dripping wet, and so musky and delicious. I 
closed my eyes and let my mouth go wild. I sucked and licked like 
a madwoman, and from the way her fingers tightened in my hair 
and pulled me closer, I guessed I was doing the right things. 


I cupped her big, jutting buttocks and held her to my mouth like a 
drinking bowl. My face got good and sticky. 


Sandra’s clitoris grew against my tongue and I circled it with 
careful strokes, remembering how twitchy-sensitive my own got 
when I turned on. 


Finally, I made her moan — a sweet, surrendering sound — and I 
absolutely glowed. I’d given lots of head in my life, and while I 
grudgingly enjoyed some of it, (I like making someone else feel 
good, it’s just my nature, I guess) none of it was what you’d call 
consensual, and so there was always a lot of resentment involved. 


This was different. Here, there was no coercion, and I could truly 
let myself go. I ate her out with all my heart, applying all my hard- 
won knowledge of cunnilingus, and her answering moans made me 
feel like Superwoman. I rode a wave of pure sexual energy 
untainted by any negative feelings. The whoops of praise from my 
cheering section gave it all the nicest exhibitionistic twist. 


Sandra trembled, and I felt the tension gather in her body. I 
fueled it with steady licks and tender suction, and it was just like 
being onstage, only I was listening to the responses of just one 
person, doing my best to work her up to that wondrous peak. Her 
skin darkened in ruddy blotches under her tan. 


The audience fell silent. I felt her body jolt, and then the 
unstoppable rise to the top began. 


“Oooo0000H ...” 


I sucked on her clitoris and her hands pulled painfully at my hair. 
I didn’t mind. A quivery moan rose with her and then exploded 
inagrunt. She soaked my face with her pungent fluids and I 
fought to keep my face in place against her bucking loins. 


“Oh! Oh... oooh...” 
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I ate her through it, making it as good for her as I knew how. 
Sandra swayed, and I steadied her. Her skin was hot and vibrant 
from her climax. She shivered as I stroked her with my fingertips. I 
squeezed her rump, reached up to fondle her breasts, and tickled 
the backs of her knees; I just enjoyed the silky, orgasm-charged 
feel of her. 


“Oh Christ, Kelly,” she moaned, unmindful of our audience. 
“That was great. I thought you were gonna kill me.” 


This, of course, drew enormous applause from our spectators, and 
they looked almost as pleased as Sandra did. 


I could feel her knees start to buckle, so I gave her sopping-wet 
vagina one last long French kiss and disengaged. I looked up at her 
with a really dumb smile on my face that wouldn’t go away. 


She smiled down at me. “You’re a mess,” she said. I could 
imagine. My face was all wet, and I supposed Sandra’s pussy had 
wreaked havoc on my careful make-up job. 


“Don’t care,” I said with an impish grin. 


“Me either.” Sandra bent down and kissed my cummy face. She 
licked me clean. 


She whispered in my ear, “I’ve got one more big bang in me this 
evening, and then I’m wiped out. You?” 


“Right now,” I whispered back to her, “I feel like I could go all 
week.” 


Sandra laughed. “My God, you’re not human. Okay. Let’s give 
‘em what they paid for.” 


She turned to the audience and executed a very sensual series of 
wiggles that dipped her slowly down into a deep crouch. She kept 
her back ramrod-straight and her big breasts thrust out as she 
reached down and spread her vagina open for them, showing how 
red and wet she was. 


Catching on, I turned my back to them, and dropped to all fours. I 
arched my back, as Josie had taught me, giving them a nice big 
ass. I planted my knees far apart and wagged my behind, making 
my rigid penis slap back and forth between my thighs. My pussy 
felt as wet and wide open as Sandra’s. My clitoris throbbed in 
place at the root of my cock. It felt every bit as swollen. 


“Oh my God.” 
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I looked over my shoulder and started to see almost the whole 
crowd of them crouched at the side of the stage, studying my 
privates with a flattering (and unsettling) avidity. 


I felt Sandra next to me, and her hands clasped my buttocks and 
spread me open even further. Her finger touched my asshole 
lightly, and then traced the delicate little ridge down to my vagina. 
She spread my petals wide with two fingers and took hold of my 
cock with her other hand. 


“Isn’t she incredible?” she asked them. She sounded just as 
enthralled as they looked. They chorused their agreement. 


One of her fingers slipped up my vagina, and I sucked a breath 
through my teeth. She pulled it out, and said, “Here ... taste.” 


I looked over my shoulder again, and she had held her wet finger 
out to an audience member (Hello! My Name is Richard) and he 
busied himself sucking my juices off it. His eyes shut in ecstasy. 


I recalled one of Tanya’s more outrageous moves, and with a 
naughty giggle, I began snapping my hips to make the meat of my 
ass and thighs shake like Jell-o. 


Sandra gave a delighted laugh and gave my butt a playful smack 
to get more jiggly action. 


The response from the FDM crowd was dramatic; in unison, they 
groaned as if I’d bayoneted them, and only their occasional mutter 
of “Incredible,” or “Fantastic,” told me I was doing the right thing. 


I put more effort into my booty shake, and Sandra released my 
penis so it could jump around and slap my belly without restraint. 


“Look at that,” she marveled. “Just look at that.” 


My cock dripped my sticky preseminal fluid and flung it around 
in diamond droplets. 


The whole crowd groaned louder; they all sustained on the same 
note for a hilarious moment, and they sounded like Gregorian 
monks. I laughed out loud. I was gonna have fun with them. 


“Okay,” said Sandra with a slap on my butt, “enough foreplay.” 


I giggled and turned around. Sandra dropped to her hands and 
knees. She arched her back, as I had done, and her buttocks 
plumped up for me. Her well-tongued pussy looked out at me from 
between the puffy halves of her mound. It looked very wet and 
inviting. 
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“Oh, wow,” sighed one of my fans as I knee-walked up behind 
her. Her back gleamed under the stage lights; my eyes followed 
the rainbow-hued highlights along the taper of her torso all the 
way to the breathtaking expansion of her hips. I squeezed her 
proudly outthrust bum, and then let my hands slide up to grip her 
about the bottleneck of her waist. My hips came forward, and my 
rigid pole nosed into the dewy softness of her privates. 


The VIP Lounge was silent except for the soft music from the 
speakers and the heavy breathing of all present. I pushed, and 
Sandra grunted softly as her tiny opening spread under my gentle 
pressure. My fat rod eased inside her. I slowly thrust all the way 
into her soft, gripping interior, and her hot, syrupy liquids covered 
my stiff penis. 


“Ohhhh ...” she moaned, and her head dropped between her 
arms. She sucked a deep breath and let it all out in a long slow 
sigh. 


“Oh my,” she said in a distant sort of voice. “Oh, that’s 
tremendous.” 


I gave her the last inch I had and let my hips spoon up against the 
cushions of her rump. She clenched and worked around me, 
adjusting to the penetration. She was so tight, and boiling hot. My 
head spun with the sensations; I forced myself to hold still and let 
her get used to the full size of me. 


“Oh Lord,” she moaned. “And I thought my ex-husband was big 
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I stroked her back, and petted those tantalizing ass cheeks. 
“Everything okay, Sandra?” 


“T m fine,” she murmured. Her voice was indistinct — her head 
was still hanging down, as thought she were talking to her own 
hanging breasts. “Oh God ... just give me a minute ...” 


I ran my hands up and down her back, and I felt her relax. She 
took deep breaths, and began moving back and forth. The sweet 
friction against my aching spire made my breath catch. I pulled my 
hips back to give her a solid thrust, and she gasped sharply. I froze. 


“Are you alright?” I asked. 


“Tm fine, Kelly,” she raised her head to give me a reassuring 
smile over her shoulder. “It’s just ... it felt like you were going to 
pull my whole body inside out there.” 
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“Like this?” I asked as I pulled out very slowly, until the bunched 
collar of my foreskin appeared. Sandra’s jaw slackened. Then, just 
as slowly, I slipped it all back where it belonged. Sandra’s eyes 
glazed over. 


“Oh ... wow,” she whispered, and her mouth stayed open. 


I pumped her at a slow, even tempo. Her clitoris rolled back and 
forth along the dripping wet underside of my penis, shoved inside 
and pulled out with my thrusts. Sandra hissed with pleasure. 


I didn’t want merely to make her feel good; I wanted to rock her 
world. Every other time I’d had sex, Susan and the others more or 
less used me as a dildo, and it was something to be endured rather 
than enjoyed. Now it was my turn. I thought of everything that 
might feel good to Sandra, and as I carefully tried them out, I 
discovered skills I never knew I possessed. I rolled my hips and 
thrust downwards to maximize the contact with both her clitoris 
and her various internal hot spots. 


“Oh my God ... oh my God ...” Sandra’s voice was high and 
fluttery and her whole body trembled under me. “Oh God. Oh God 


Sandra came with an agonized cry as her wonderful vagina 
clamped hard on me, and then released, in endless, orgasmic 
pulses. 


I gritted my teeth and forced myself not to come. I wanted to give 
her more. I kept pumping at the same careful pace. Sandra wailed 
like a woman in despair. 


I bent over her back and kissed the sweaty nape of her neck. My 
breasts squashed against her shoulder blades. I reached under her 
and cupped those splendid tits. I kneaded them, and let myself 
enjoy their soft, pliant bulk. Her body was so perfect; it was a joy 
to touch her, and to feel her respond to my touch. It was bliss to 
bury my hard prong up that sweet, clutching pussy and feel it go 
into convulsions around me. I moaned into the sweet-smelling 
golden flood of her hair and let her have it with long, deep- 
plunging strokes. 


Her boiling-hot fluids slurped around my prick as it slewed in 
and out. She was really flowing; my cock dredged and dripped 
long strings of her clear, strong-scented juices with every pull. 


“Oh God,” she babbled, “oh Goddddd ...” 
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She came again, as the echoes of her previous climax still 
resonated inside her. I found a stroke that kept her going, and I 
didn’t let up. 


“Kelly,” she gasped, “Kelly!” 


“Yeah,” I breathed. “Ohhhh yeah.” I couldn’t believe the 
masterful, gloating tone in my voice. I felt Godlike. 


Her back arched, pressing our bodies more tightly together and I 
slid an arm about her midsection. I hugged her hard, and kept 
humping. 


She jerked, screamed, “Oh Christ,” and then her arms and legs 
gave out. I caught myself just in time to avoid falling down on her 
with my whole weight. I lowered myself to lie full-length on top of 
her, supporting myself on my elbows. It felt good to have so much 
skin in full contact. I rubbed my thighs playfully against her 
widespread ones, my belly snuggled into the dip of her lower back, 
and my hips rested comfortably on her butt. 


I brushed some of her sweaty hair out of the way and kissed her 
neck again. She panted and trembled beneath me. Every now and 
then, her body gave a convulsive little twitch. 


“Everything okay, baby?” Odd to call a grown person that, but it 
seemed appropriate. My whole body was furiously aroused and 
needed to come, but at the same time, I felt very tender and 
solicitous toward Sandra just then. She had given me so much 
pleasure, and from the time I met her I looked up to her as a 
mature, sexually confident woman, and here I had just ridden her 
to a frazzle. Her soaked vagina still squeezed frantically at my 
embedded cock. 


“Yeah,” she gasped. She drew a deep, shuddering breath. “Ooooh 
... wow.” Her face was as flushed as a sprinter’s. 


“Are you okay for some more?” I asked quietly. “I really need to 
... you know.” I don’t what it is about me, why I get all bashful 
about using graphic language in person, even in mid-coitus. Put me 
in front of a keyboard, however, and the nasty words will pour out 
of me like an open sewage pipe. 


“Oh God, honey,” Sandra groaned. “I don’t think I can walk.” 
She heaved a deep sigh. She sounded ragged, but very, very happy. 
“God, I feel good all the way to my foes.” 


I swallowed. But what about me? I didn’t say aloud. 
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Sandra tilted her head back, and we shared a deep kiss. My cock 
thrummed anxiously deep inside her. Her eyes looked into mine 
with a knowing glimmer. 


“Kelly — let’s give ‘em a good finale. Do it between my boobies.” 


“Okay.” The volume of gratitude and relief in my voice 
embarrassed me a little. 


I pulled out of her very slowly — Sandra just didn’t want to let me 
go. Her cunt kept locking up on me. I felt like King Arthur trying 
to yank Excalibur out of the stone. Sandra had to breathe deeply to 
relax each time before she could slacken enough for me to 
withdraw farther. When I finally snapped free, my cock shone with 
vaginal juices. Dewdrops flew everywhere as I bobbed and swung 
wildly. 


I glanced at the audience. They were spellbound, watching with 
wide eyes and open mouths. I don’t think any of them made so 
much as a peep all the while Sandra and I were screwing. I could 
feel the intensity of their attention, however, like the background 
hum near power lines. I threw them a wink. 


Sandra rolled over, and I moved up to straddle her chest. She 
smiled up at me. I pushed my cock down between the soft 
mountains of her breasts. Sandra cupped them from the sides and 
pushed them together, and they closed tightly around me. 


Ooooh. She was so sleek; I half believed I could do this without 
lubrication. Lubrication there was in plenty, though — my dick was 
super-slippery with Sandra’s nectar, and I slipped back and forth 
between her big soft melons with heavenly ease. I sighed in perfect 
pleasure. 


I slid to and fro and lost myself in the sensations. It felt so good, I 
could feel my face scrunching up into ridiculous expressions as I 
let it carry me away. 


“Ohhh,” I moaned. “Oooh, this is wonderful.” 


Sandra kept smiling at me; she looked so pleased and happy, like 
she couldn’t get enough of watching me enjoy myself. She kissed 
and licked at my swollen head as it reared up over her chin on the 
forward thrust. I loved the naughty way her tongue would tease my 
urethra as I pulled back. 


I cupped and squeezed my own breasts, and flicked my nipples 
with my fingernails, the way I like. I felt the rollercoaster begin its 
inexorable rise to the first big plunge. I worked my hips hard, and 
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could feel my butt and thighs shaking as I shafted Sandra’s titties 
good, hard, and fast. 


“Come on, Kelly,” Sandra urged, her eyes dancing with 
wickedness, “come on. Give it to me.” She opened her mouth, and 
beckoned with her tongue. My eyes bulged. Oooh, she was so 
nasty! 


“Oh yeah,” I moaned, my voice lifting in pitch and volume, 
“Yeah!” 


My thighs trembled, and with a great cry, I came, shooting huge 
ropes of jism all over Sandra’s face. I grunted, gasped, and let out 
a wavering kind of howl as all my cream emptied out over my new 
best friend. Big jets of come slopped across her tongue and into her 
open mouth; I watched her swallow and extend her tongue for 
more. 


Eventually, my orgasm subsided, and with a bone-deep sigh, and 
bleary eyes, I surveyed the damage. I had made a heck of a mess. 
Sperm pooled in the hollow of Sandra’s throat and overflowed on 
either side, giving her a pearl necklace. I had covered her face with 
glittering splats of my stuff; I fuzzily noticed I had laid a perfectly 
straight white line along the bridge of her nose all the way up her 
forehead and into her hair. Her eyes laughed with amazement and 
delight up at me. 


“Oh, man,” I moaned. 


The applause startled me. I had all but forgotten about our 
audience. As before in the club, the world had briefly shrunk to my 
partner and I. The FDM gang was giving us a standing ovation. 
They all looked rather shell-shocked, but very happy, and very, 
very horny. With the exception of the two women among them, 
the entire audience had enormous erections tenting out their pants. 


Sandra and I shared a glance, and she nodded slightly. I turned to 
the crowd and wiggled my index finger at them. 


“All right guys,” I said. “It’s payback time.” 


I licked my lips with a slow, exaggerated invitation, just so there 
was absolutely no confusion. 


~~~ 


Their hot cocks in my mouth were meaty and intoxicating. My 
eyes would flutter closed in intense pleasure as I sucked. I loved 
hearing the men groan, and their strangled cries of release as their 
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stout, stiff poles disgorged their loads of delicious semen. Each 
orgasm filled me with a sublime satisfaction and a wild hunger to 
swallow more. 


Naked people filled the VIP Lounge. I knelt center stage, and one 
after another, my fans mounted the stage to stand before me and 
present their angry-swollen members to my loving lips and tongue. 
Sandra lay down by the edge of the stage with her legs spread wide 
and those that wanted could kneel before her to lap at her pussy. 
She moaned prettily as one of the women (Hello! My Name is 
Jamie) tongued her through another gentle, quivery aftershock. 
Those I’d already serviced lay on the couches, languidly stroking 
themselves and watching. The other woman in their party, Hello! 
My Name is Brynn, sprawled nakedly on her belly before me and 
nursed my own lazy erection. Her pert, upthrust buttocks invited 
the occasional fondling hand. She was quite the cum fiend; she’d 
sucked two lesser, but still prodigious orgasms out of my 
incandescent cock and seemed to enjoy letting it spurt all over her 
face. Her glasses were all cummy, but it didn’t matter — her eyes 
were closed in bliss. 


Pd sucked cock before, of course - my own. I’d done it once or 
twice by myself, and several times under duress with Susan and 
company. My penis is huge, and since I trained on it, handling the 
slightly smaller dimensions of my admirers was quite easy. It 
amazed me how quickly I mastered this art, and how much I 
enjoyed it. I loved squeezing their dicks in my hands, cupping and 
feeling their balls as they swelled up and then tightened to the 
rock-hard cockroot, feeling their pulses accelerate and their 
penises inflate even bigger in the precursor to their orgasms. It 
always makes me feel good to please someone, and I was pleasing 
them in the most basic, profound way possible. 


I discovered it was important to me to satisfy them, to make their 
dreams come true. Tonight could have been a nightmare for me in 
so many ways, but instead, it turned out great, better than I ever 
could have imagined, and these people were a big part of why it 
did. It was important to me to express my gratitude fully. 


So, as I administered blowjob after blowjob, I would try to make 
each one special. I took their hands, placed them on my breasts, 
and invited those who I’d just serviced or who were waiting their 
turn to approach and touch me any way they liked. Some of them 
just wanted to watch, and that was fine, but I liked feeling their 
strong male hands all over me. They mauled me with a feverish 
hunger that made me breathless. My big cornfed booty got a 
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thorough manhandling and fingers slipped up my pussy and even 
(wooo!) my asshole. I didn’t mind; it all felt good. 


At one point I felt something warm and tight and slippery engulf 
my dick and I looked down to see that Hello! My Name is Brynn 
had reversed herself and was now pushing her pussy down over 
my cock. I went with it and enjoyed, and continued to suck off my 
constituency while Brynn worked her big, sexy rear end back and 
forth along my post. After awhile, I sensed movement and looked 
down to see Hello! My Name is Jamie had taken her place. It was 
all good. 


It took a couple of hours to work through the whole crowd, but 
once I’d blown everyone at least once, as a finale, I had all the men 
cluster close and jack off on me. Sandra hovered around and 
applied a nice little suck to anyone who fell behind. In no time, a 
dozen guys were shooting their loads all over me, from every 
direction. Brynn and several of the gentlemen took an inordinate 
amount of pleasure in licking me clean. 


~~~ 


Afterward, Sandra and my new friends hung out naked for a bit. 
The leather couches felt cool and comfortable against my hot, bare 
skin. Somebody produced a joint and passed it around and the 
weed provided a lovely soft focus to the evening. I peeked at the 
watch on one of my new friend’s wrists and it astonished me to see 
it wasn’t quite 11pm. Less than 4 hours had passed since I got up 
on stage. It felt like forever. 


“So,” I coughed, “how did you all come to be at the Strip Mine 
tonight?” 


“It was the weirdest thing,” Hello! My Name is Dee answered. 
“We were all at the convention center downtown, coming out of 
the most boring presentation, and this girl approached us-” 


“Come to think of it,” cut in Hello! My Name is Joshua, “It was 
that same girl who jumped you onstage.” 


“Yeah, that’s right,” Dee went on, “it was her, but we didn’t 
know she was some crazy stalker then, she was just this really cute 
brunette. She said if we wanted to see something that would blow 
us away, we should show up at the Strip Mine tonight.” 


“She was telling everyone that,” added Hello! My Name is Joe. 
“Huh. And then she pulls something like that.” He shrugged and 
shook his head. “No offense, but you’ ve got some weird-ass fans.” 
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The weed was doing neat things with my perception of 
movement. Everything seemed to leave a colored motion-blur, like 
the trailers left by hand-held sparklers on the Fourth of July. It was 
really quite beautiful. 


I shook my head a little and thought about Susan. Her perfidy 
amazed me. Not only had she wanted me to fail, she wanted me to 
fail in front of as many people as possible. 


“None taken. She isn’t a fan,” I corrected, squinting at my hands 
as I weaved them in the air in front of me. 


“Shit, I should hope not,” said Hello! My Name is Richard. 
“Behavior like that would get you kicked out of the fan club for 
sure.” 


I giggled. Everything also seemed terribly funny. “I don’t have a 
fan club.” 


“Oh yes you do,” said Hello! My Name is Micah fervently. 
I laughed, and they all laughed with me. I felt high and happy. 


“Kelly,” Hello! My Name is Jamie said with an odd, diffident 
tone, “None of us are in any shape to drive, and there’s a couple of 
cheap motels just up the way ... we were gonna get some rooms, 
maybe have a little after-party ... you wanna come along?” 


There was an expectant silence, and they all looked at me with 
anxious faces. They really wanted me to come, and I was tempted; 
I wasn’t used to being treated like a star, as though my presence 
meant something, and it was nice. I looked over at my stripper 
friend. “Sandra?” I asked. 


“Don’t look at me,” she said with a smile. “I’ve got to go home, 
pay off the babysitter, kiss my baby boy goodnight, and go to 
sleep. You wiped me out, girlfriend.” 


I sighed. I'd had a good time, but it was time to call it a night. 


“Sorry guys,” I said, and they were so crestfallen it nearly broke 
my heart. “I’ve gotta get home too. It’s been a hell of a night.” 


“All right,” sighed Hello! My Name is Jim. “Are you okay to get 
home?” 


“Yup,” I answered. “I'll get a cab.” Josie had driven me up, but I 
didn’t think I could rely on her to get home. I thought of all the 
money I’d made tonight. I could afford a cab to Vancouver, if I 
wanted. 
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I gave them all my email (kelly_ramsey1 @ yahoo.com) and ICQ 
contacts, and then hugged and kissed all my new friends good-bye. 
The parting was almost tearful, it still amazed me that people could 
like me so much on such short notice. I’d never felt so adored. Pd 
also never had so many people sneak feels of my bare bum while 
giving out hugs. Horny bastards. 
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5. Proving Ground 


Sandra and I showered off and got dressed. Sandra put on her 
street clothes, and transformed herself from a stripper into a young 
soccer mom. It was surprising how normal she looked in a pair of 
sweat pants, an oversized T-shirt, and her hair in a ponytail. She 
didn’t look any less appealing to me, I discovered. Sandra told me 
it was a warm night outside, so I kept on my cheerleader skirt (the 
bouncer who ejected Susan recovered it) along with my running 
shoes and the cap-sleeve T-shirt l’ d worn to the place. 


We walked down to Larry’s office and caught him with his feet 
up reading a Louis L’ Amour western. He gave us our money with 
a non-committal grunt. “Remember what I said,” he told me. I 
nodded. 


I called a cab from his office phone, and Larry had a security 
dude walk Sandra and I out to her car. Once Sandra had chucked 
her gym bag in the back seat and got behind the wheel, she 
thanked the bouncer and sent him back inside. 


I perched on the hood of her car and we chatted for bit, just 
winding-down small talk. Her son’s name was Peter, and he was a 
terrible handful at two and a half, but an absolute angel when he 
behaved. 


“You sure you don’t want me to give you a ride?” she yawned. I 
smiled gently. 


“Go home to your son,” I said. Suddenly, I felt all shy and 
bashful again. “And, um, Sandra ...” 
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She looked at me, smiled, and scribbled her phone number on a 
small piece of paper. She handed it to me through the driver’s side 
window. 


“I work most nights, but I’m off all day Mondays. Call me, Kelly. 
Any time.” 


I felt a lump in my throat, and swallowed. “I will.” 


I waved after her departing Datsun, and that’s when Susan spoke 
up. 


“How sweet.” 


~~~ 


I'd forgotten all about her. ’d assumed she had gone home after 
the embarrassment of being tossed out. J certainly would have. I 
had assumed wrong. 


At the sound of her voice, I whirled around and she there she was 
standing behind me in the parking lot. I hadn’t heard her approach, 
and neither had I noticed her car, which I saw now parked in the 
shadow of the big sign out front. 


“Ramsey’s got a girlfriend. Isn’t that precious.” Her voice shook 
with suppressed rage. Her eyes glared with cheated 
disappointment. She looked like a wild woman. Despite the fact 
that she had nearly made my heart leap out my chest, I felt that old 
tingle of attraction. 


She’s been waiting out here all this time ... getting more and 
more pissed off ... 


“Are you proud of yourself, Kelly? Are you happy now that 
you’ve made a complete ass of yourself?” 


“This whole thing was your idea, Susan,” I kept my voice mild, 
even though my heart was pounding. I glanced back toward the 
club. Larry’s security guard had vanished back inside. Shit. 


“Getting tossed out on my ass while a bunch of drunk-ass men 
laugh at me wasn’t my idea!” Her nostrils flared and her eyes 
narrowed to a dangerous glitter. “Did you enjoy that, Kelly?” 


“Are you okay?” Larry’s crew didn’t seem like the type to rough 
people up for no reason, but Susan could aggravate people. Despite 
all the history between us, I found I didn’t wish her any harm. I 
did, however, want to be done with her. 
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“Oh I’m fiiiine, thanks for asking,” Susan trilled with sarcastic 
venom. “Well, just so you know, because I never got to see the end 
of your act, it doesn’t count. You have to do it again. Ata 
different place.” Her face flushed with anger. I bit my lip. I didn’t 
want to get turned on right now, but she looked so sexy. “And,” 
she added with emphasis, “PU pick the tunes next time.” 


“No, Susan.” I said it so calmly! 
“No?” Her voice rose an octave and several decibels. 
“It’s done. You can’t tell me what to do anymore.” 


“Ohhh. So it’s like that.” Susan’s voice wavered somewhere 
between amusement and hysteria. “You think because you 
managed to win over a bunch of blind-ass drunks with your tits -” 


“They saw all of me, Susan.” 


Her jaw dropped, and she reared back as if I’d slapped her. I went 
on. 


“T went back out, naked, after you got kicked out. They saw. And 
yes, they were freaked out. But they came around. You can’t 
blackmail me anymore, Susan. You have nothing to hold over me. 
Go ahead and tell people. They may think I’m strange ... but now I 
know they’ ll come around.” 


“Tl tell,” she said, nearly screaming, “you have a dirty little 
secret and you’ll do as I say or I’Il tell the whole ... fucking ... 
world!” 


“So tell,” I shrugged. “There’s nothing dirty about it. I am the 
way I am.” 


It astounded me how little any of this mattered to me now. I felt a 
Zen-like calm roll through me. 


Susan, on the other hand, appeared on the edge of panic. “Think 
about your family,” she said, almost begging. “Think of how much 
this will hurt them. They’ll fucking disown you.” 


I laughed out loud. I didn’t mean to, I didn’t want to hurt Susan 
any more than her own ego was undoubtedly hurting her now, but I 
couldn’t help it. Susan really knew nothing about me, and 
especially about my family if she thought for a second they’d ever 
disown me. True, being exposed wouldn’t be pleasant, and I surely 
wouldn’t be looking forward to the long explanations I’d owe 
them, but I knew they’d always stick by me. And I felt a little 
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ashamed realizing now, after so much had happened, my family 
would honestly rather have me exposed than under anyone else’s 
thumb. 


I sighed. It wasn’t funny anymore. I was tired of Susan’s 
nonsense, and a little disgusted with her and myself. 


“We’re done, Susan. You do what you want.” I turned to go. 


She exploded. “Are you dismissing me, you little freak?” She 
grabbed my arm. 


She crossed the line. Without thinking about it, I let Susan have it 
with a roundhouse slap across the face with all the power in my 
back and hips behind it. I’m smaller than she is, but Brad had 
taught me a little about karate and I had my weight planted firmly 
and my slap connected as hers was shifting. She went down, 
sprawling on the earth-and-grass floor of the parking lot. 


She looked up at me with her eyes wide as saucers, and her long 
black hair in wild disarray. In spite of myself, I had the thought: 
she looks really hot. I bit my lip again. 


Susan’s palm pressed against her red cheek. She looked shocked, 
and more than that: there was another emotion there I couldn’t 
identify. Then I twigged; it was recognition. There was something 
in her expression, her body language that was almost welcoming, 
as if the slap was an old friend she’d nearly forgotten. I couldn’t 
fathom it. 


Then she did something that totally flummoxed me; she burst into 
tears. 


She cried and cried, and eventually I felt sorry for her and knelt 
down. I offered her some Kleenex from my knapsack and she went 
through the whole handful, blowing her nose and wiping her eyes. 


I remembered what Josie said — that Susan acted out so much 
because she secretly wanted to have someone smack her down, as I 
had just done. My penis was stirring uncomfortably underneath my 
pleated blue skirt. 


Susan snuffled. “Don’t think this is the end of it, you little bitch.” 
She sounded sulky. 


I slapped her again, without thinking. 


It was just a little cuff across her other cheek, but Susan 
squawked and flopped full length like Pd hit her with a tire iron. 
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Her eyes were bright as stars through the black veil of her hair. A 
subtle relaxation pervaded her whole body and her knees were 
trembling a little, I noticed. 


“Bitch,” she whispered. “Bitch.” Nervous expectancy made her 
voice shake. 


I sat down cross-legged on the grass beside her, grabbed her by 
the hair, and dragged her face down across my lap. She squealed at 
the indignity but didn’t, I noted, fight me particularly hard. 


I flipped up her skirt. No panties. My cock lurched, and stood 
rigid. Susan squirmed against it. 


I fondled her ass briefly, and slipped a finger down between her 
legs. Susan squawked in protest again. She was soaking wet. 


Without any further ado, I brought my palm down hard on that 
perfect, saucy butt. Susan jerked and let out a shrill little “oooh!” 
like a housewife in some old sitcom who’s seen a mouse. 


With careful, measured slaps, I turned one insolent ass-cheek 
bright red, and then went to work on the other. I watched each 
buttock bounce back into shape after each blow; it was hypnotic. 
There was no forethought to any of this — I was running purely on 
instinct. 


After the first dozen or so spanks, Susan’s breath came in deep, 
whooping gasps. I’m pretty sure she came at least twice during her 
discipline. She wailed and wept and squirmed but made no real 
effort to escape. She was bigger than I was, and probably stronger; 
I couldn’t have prevented her had she put her mind to it. 


I upped the ante by inserting a finger firmly up her vagina, which 
was flowing with her fluids, and let it gently rub over her special 
spots while I kept spanking her with my other hand. 


“Oh no,” she wailed, “Oh no.” 


Susan’s voice was ragged from crying, and it rose in a wavering 
howl as she bucked under my hands and her pussy squeezed and 
squeezed on my delving digit. 


I waited until she went limp and no further delayed spasms 
clenched on my finger, and then dumped her unceremoniously out 
of my lap onto the grassy ground. She landed with an “Ooof!” and 
lay there with her sides heaving and her face hidden behind the 
snaky masses of her hair. Her skirt lay rucked up over her hips, and 
her pristine ass glowed red in the moonlight. 
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I stood up and looked around. We were alone. I unsnapped my 
skirt, pushed down my sensible, non-stripper white cotton panties 
(now with a very moist crotch panel), and carefully lifted each foot 
out of them so as not to get them dirty on the ground. I folded them 
carefully and put them inside my backpack. 


Then I laid myself down on top of Susan. I spread her legs 
brusquely with my thighs, and stabbed my rock hard dick straight 
up her hot, juicy cunt. 


Susan squalled under me, but didn’t try to buck me off. She held 
still for my penile onslaught. I proceeded to fuck her, but good. 


It was good to be back in her. I had never really tried to make 
love to her before, and even though this session was a little rough- 
and-ready, it was wonderful to be able to take everything ’'d 
learned with Sandra and use it on Susan. For the first time, I 
unleashed the full extent of my skills upon her, and it gratified me 
no end to feel her body lose control. She humped back at me and 
screamed as she came, time and again. 


I grabbed her by the hair and tilted her head back so I could 
whisper into her ear. 


“Yes,” I hissed, “that’s it. Come for me, bitch. Again. I’m not 
done with you, Susan. Keep going. That’s it. Come. Oooh, you’ re 
so wet. I can feel you clamping. Go.” 


The flood of dirty talk surprised me more than it did Susan, but 
she certainly didn’t object — it stirred her to new heights; she 
moaned and babbled incoherently in response. I was venting, I 
suppose. I had a great deal of hostility and anger stored up against 
this girl and now it was all coming out. 


“Oh God,” Susan shrieked, again and again, “Oh God!” There 
was as much amazement as ecstasy in her voice. 


I bounced my hips aggressively on her plush, well-stung ass and 
took sweet delight in her wailing. 


“I can’t - ” she gasped, “I can’t believe this ...” 


I made her believe it. I fucked her hard, but with finesse, and 
made sure she came as many times as possible before I could 
longer hold back my own climax. I moaned into her ear and 
released myself, in several mind-shattering bursts, all the way up 
into her simmering, liquid depths. We were both panting like 
winded racehorses as we settled down. 
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“Kelly?” 
I started, and so did Susan. Neither of us had spoken. 


I looked up. The FDM crew was there, standing all around us, 
staring. Susan made a strange little noise and hid her face. Hello! 
My Name is Tim cleared his throat. 


“Is everything okay here?” 


I glanced down at Susan, whose quivering back looked mortally 
embarrassed. I smiled, and looked back up at my posse. 


“Oh yeah,” I said. I licked my lips, and tossed some sweaty hair 
out of my face. My second wind was coming around. I felt good 
and randy, ready to go all night. A roguish smile curled my lips. 


“You guys said something about an after-party?” 
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6. The Orgy 


The motel was called the Traveler’s Rest Motor Lodge. It was a 
cheap, sleazy pick-up destination about a hundred yards down the 
interstate from the Strip Mine. The FDM-mers had rented several 
rooms on the first floor and opened the doors between the suites to 
create one big party space. They had filled several bathtubs with 
ice and then packed them with drinks. The rooms overflowed with 
marijuana smoke and naked people swigging frosty beverages. 


I did Susan again, of course. This time I did her long and slow, 
and I allowed myself to be more affectionate with her. We were 
both working our way through to a different understanding of each 
other that night, I think. She was certainly a much different person 
once you put your foot down. She made half-hearted little protests 
at first, but she came along docilely enough, and blushed but didn’t 
refuse as I stripped her in front of my new friends. I made her turn 
around for them, showing off her pretty body from all sides and 
she blushed harder as they laughed at her reddened buttocks. 


I laid her on the bed and entered her, while all my fans murmured 
their appreciation. From the swimmingly wet state of her vagina, I 
knew Susan secretly enjoyed being on display like this. 


As for me, it was no secret; I Joved being naked in front of them, 
and I loved putting on a big sexual show for them. I was still a 
little bemused at this brand new me, and still catching my breath at 
how far I was going; being free from shame about my body and 
my penis was a giddy, liberating thing and I couldn’t get enough of 
it. 
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As I slowly fucked a moaning Susan, the others stood around the 
bed and watched. There were hands stroking swollen penises 
everywhere the eye came to rest. It got very hot in that motel room 
with all those naked bodies present, even with the AC going full 
blast. Every now and then one of them would squirt and Susan and 
I would get a little stickier. A dozen or so semen trails crisscrossed 
my thrusting backside. The musty/fresh smell of cum blended with 
the oysters-and-brine smell of aroused women, and provided a 
heady atmosphere for our party. 


Someone had set the radio to some Classic Rock station that 
Bradley and his friends always listened to, and it blared a funky 
old tune that I couldn’t help enjoying. Without thinking, I fucked 
Susan in tempo. 


There was a group called The Jokers, they were laying it down 
You know I’m never gonna lose that funky sound — 
Rock and Roll, hootchie-koo! 


Lordy mama, light my fuse ... 


Susan’s body lay soft and pale and perfect beneath me. Her cunt 
brimmed with my copious seed and her own fluids; my fat dick 
squelched and bubbled through her tight, sloppy grip and I worked 
up a fine, drippy froth between us. 


Susan’s eyes were wide and vulnerable. Need and passion misted 
them. All traces of the old Susan, the sneering, domineering alpha- 
cheerleader who’d made my life miserable were gone, fucked into 
oblivion. 


I'd be lying if I said I didn’t take a certain mean satisfaction in 
that, but it was fleeting. The soaring, vapor-trailing high that I 
rode, riding Susan, was too big, too generous and too profound for 
petty vengeance. I settled all my scores with Susan that night; on 
the tacky bedspread of that seedy motel, covered in the jism of my 
confederates, we wiped the slate clean. 


In the instant before we came together for the umpteenth time, 
our eyes locked and something rather incredible happened: we saw 
the truth of each other’s souls. I saw the terrible insecurity and 
barely contained self-loathing in her. I saw how the driving need to 
dominate those around her was born from a sad certainty that it 
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was impossible for anyone to love her, and so fear and respect 
were the best she could hope to command. 


This was an entirely new depth of intimacy for me, and it took 
my breath away. I wanted to flinch away from it, but I was just too 
caught up in our lovemaking to stop. I accepted her as she was and 
just kept screwing her. 


I don’t know what she saw in my eyes, but Susan grabbed my 
head and kissed me, hard. Our lips and tongues ignited and we 
both came in the next instant. We moaned into each other’s 
mouths; or rather, Susan moaned and I let out a weepy, girlish 
mewling, as more pleasure blasted through me than I thought could 
exist. 


I actually passed out for a bit and came to in Susan’s arms. She 
was stroking me and covering my face with tender kisses. My eyes 
were all swollen with tears and Susan’s were the same. I wiped my 
eyes and gave a thick chuckle, laughing at the depths of my own 
feelings. I snuggled happily into Susan’s arms. Pd made another 
friend tonight, I realized. 


I looked up and saw a roomful of horny men (with two very 
horny women) surrounding us. Aside from the radio (which had 
moved on to some old Blue Oyster Cult song) the place was silent. 
They all looked so solemn, if it weren’t for the forest of swaying 
erections, you'd think we were in church. 


“That ...” one of them cleared his throat. “That was ... 
something. Thank you Kelly,” he said with an odd formality, “for 
letting us witness this. For letting us be part of it.” To my 
astonishment, there were tears in his eyes as well, and he wasn’t 
the only one. The others nodded and murmured their agreement. 


I was flattered and embarrassed. I didn’t know what to say to 
that. 


“Um,” I answered. “Don’t mention it.” I giggled and shrugged. 


I untangled myself from Susan, stood and stretched. I was sweaty 
and hot. I wanted a quick shower and a breath of fresh air. A 
devilish spirit came into me then. 


I waved languidly toward Susan, lying there naked with wet eyes 
and an even wetter pussy. 


“Do whatever you like with her,” I said casually, and padded off 
to the one shower that wasn’t a converted wet bar. Throwing a 
look over my shoulder, I saw several men (and one of the women) 
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mounting the bed and falling upon her like a pride of lions on a 
downed zebra. Her eyes looked enormous, and I could see the 
pulse hammering in her throat. I chuckled, and stepped into the 
bathroom. Apparently, I wasn’t as even with Susan as I thought. 


~~~ 


I deliberately left the door open. I soaped, rinsed, and then just 
luxuriated under the cool spray for a while. I was so hot, I felt as 
though my whole body should be hissing and steaming under the 
water like a dipped coal. 


I kept glancing toward the open doorway, and sure enough, soon 
a couple of boys came in. A blonde and a brunette. I couldn’t 
remember their names; they had discarded their nametags along 
with their clothes. I gave them an inviting smile, and wagged my 
big pink squeaky-clean penis at them. I was fat and tingly, not 
quite as urgently rigid as before, but still a long way from worn 
out. 


They respectfully offered to scrub my back, and I laughed and 
accepted. Boys can be pretty slow at times, and occasionally you 
do have to draw them a diagram before they get the idea, but less 
so when sex is involved. Then, their natural presumptive nature 
works in your favor — a smoldering look, a hint, an open bathroom 
door is all that’s needed. Their erections fill in the blanks for you. 


I discovered a very nice way to get clean: to have two very wet, 
sudsy people rub up against your body all over. They had good 
stout stiff dicks and I liked squeezing them in my soapy fists. 


I wanted more. I stood with my back against the tile wall and 
spread my legs. I reached down, lifted my penis up with one hand 
(keeping it pressed against my tummy), and spread my labia with 
the other. I never would have dreamed, a week ago, that I was 
capable of such a blatant invitation. With a demure smile and a 
gentle voice, I told them, “Go ahead. Go right in.” 


My little pussy ached for cock. I was all trembly for it. As the 
blonde young man went first and slowly eased his fat stick up 
inside my moist, welcoming insides, my cunt just went crazy and 
began clenching around him in a wild orgasm. Rather to my 
embarrassment, I shrieked and clutched the poor man tight to my 
shaking body. As with some of my vaginal orgasms, my cock 
didn’t ejaculate but rather just pulsed and oozed its thick, bubbly 
cream over us. 
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I saw stars, and the tips of my lips, nose, fingers, and toes 
sparkled with pins-and-needles. 


“Wooo!” I puffed. “Hoo boy.” 


My nipples throbbed against his chest, and my breasts bulged out 
at the sides between us. 


I came back to myself to see my partner staring at me. He was 
frozen stiff, afraid of hurting me if he moved a muscle. Weakly, I 
laughed. 


“Tm fine,” I said. “Please keep going.” I had an idea. “Ten 
strokes each, okay? Then switch.” I giggled. “Tag team me. I want 
you both.” 


At first, they were so careful and gentle with me it almost made 
me cry. At that moment, I loved those guys with all my heart. 
Then, their deferential treatment drove me nuts. To my surprise, I 
wanted, needed it harder and faster. I wanted to be taken. 


“Don’t hold back,” I urged. “Give it to me. I can take it.” I smiled 
and said something else I never thought I could last week: “Don’t 
worry. I’m tough.” 


I almost had cause to regret those words as my sweet, tender 
fellows immediately turned rapacious. They were all over me, 
licking, sucking, biting and squeezing. The boy who was in me — I 
lost track, they kept switching — really let me have it with hard, 
skewering thrusts. 


I nearly panicked — it was almost too much — but then my body 
relaxed into it and suddenly, I couldn’t get enough. 


“Yeah,” I gasped, “Yeah!” 


I came again, and this time my penis went off as well as my 
throbbing, joyous vagina. I shot great gouts of white sperm up 
between my partner and me, covering us both. 


My knees softened, even though my dick stayed hard, and I 
panted, “Let me down ... I can’t stand up any more.” 


The brunette who was fucking me stepped back and I winced as 
his big cock slurped out of me. I dropped to my hands and knees 
and stuck my ass up for them. I wiggled it. 


“Get back in there,” I ordered between pants, “keep going!” 
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And they did, bless them. At one point, one of them — it was the 
blonde — came around on his knees in front of me, and without a 
thought, I drove my head forward like a striking rattlesnake and 
sucked his cock. It was nicely soaked in my juices, and I sucked 
like a wild woman as I thrust my ass back at the man fucking me 
from behind. The stuffed-full pleasure of his penis moving in me 
was so intense, and such a distraction, that I had to focus hard on 
the cock in my face. I took him all the way into my throat and then 
pulled back so I could lick and suck those big, beautiful balls. I 
licked underneath his sac and even teased his asshole some. I 
couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I didn’t want to stop myself. 
I didn’t think I could, at that point. 


The blonde really liked it when I licked his ass; he rolled over 
and got up onto his knees to present his cute round bottom to me. I 
kissed each cheek, and then pressed my face in between. His 
butthole relaxed under my eager tongue-massage. It opened like a 
flower for me, and I got chills as my tongue slipped inside and 
tasted his tight, petal-soft passage. The boy doing me from the 
back paused, and I felt him lean over me as he reached outside the 
bathtub for something. Then he handed me a pocket bottle of clear 
lubricant. 


Now I was the clueless one; I stared at the bottle with my sex- 
fogged brain trying to figure out what I was supposed to do with it. 


The brunette said quietly, “Go ahead. We talked about it ... after 
you left the VIP. A lot of us want to try it out.” 


The blonde nodded and smiled at me over his shoulder. He 
lowered his chest to the floor of the tub, and reached back with 
both hands to spread his gorgeous buns. His asshole was clean and 
pink. It shone with my saliva, and opened slightly as his buttocks 
parted. 


Then it clicked, of course, and it absolutely flabbergasted me. I 
couldn’t believe these guys — who I’d met in a strip club, no less — 
would make such a generous offer. 


“Lube him up,” the brunette said, “and I'll guide you in.” 


I filled my palm with the cool, clear gel, and applied to his crack. 
My finger slipped in easily, and the thought that I would soon have 
my hard-throbbing penis up that hot, snug channel almost made me 
swoon. I put in two fingers just to be safe, but it really wasn’t 
necessary. The booze and his own eagerness had him more than 
ready. 
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I didn’t want to hurt him, so I squirted a lot of the lube right up 
his butt, and then poured a hefty dollop on my cock. The brunette 
took hold of my cock and rubbed it in until my whole length 
glistened. 


“Wow,” he said in a thick voice, “I can’t get over how big and 
thick your cock is, Kelly. I could play with it all day.” 


“Someday you will,” I promised him, “but for now, the business 
at hand.” My words were cheeky, but my voice shook. 


I rose up and put my hands on the blonde’s lower back, gripping 
him by the sides. He backed up to me. My whole body thrummed 
in expectation. 


My dick was all slippery from the lube and so was the ass in front 
of me. My friend to the rear guided me to the target and I pressed 
at his soft, wrinkled closure. He dilated slowly, and I sank inside. 


It was so tight in him (and hot as an oven!), that I couldn’t help 
moaning out loud. The blonde gave a deep groan, and the way 
eased for me. I slid inside him, going deep. 


“Ohhh,” he moaned, and only partly in pain. The brunette let go 
of my penis as my pelvis spooned into the curve of his friend’s 
backside. He cupped my breasts, squeezing them briefly, and then 
ran his hands down to grip my hips. 


The blonde groaned, “Oh fuck that’s huge,” and I lowered myself 
so I could get my arms around his torso and hug him. My breasts 
pressed against his back as I gently rolled my hips, opening him up 
thoroughly for me. 


I waited until his moans held no more pain and then I slowly 
pumped his breathtakingly tight and marvelous asshole. I fucked 
him as the brunette fucked me, and I felt so wonderful I honestly 
thought I might start crying like a ninny. I was submerged in 
pleasure between these two handsome men Pd met less than six 
hours ago. 


The shower spray rebounded off of our working bodies; it rattled 
on the walls and the shower curtain, fading in and out to match our 
easy rhythm. 


I loved the feel of my cock sluicing in and out of that tight, well- 
lubed asshole. It was so hot and it gripped me like a soft fist. I 
loved having dick in me; the nerve-rich tissues of my cunt sizzled 
with ecstasy as it distended around the invader. I could feel the 
living, throbbing warmth of him deep inside me, and the thought 
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that the man I was fucking could feel the same thing just drove me 
crazy. 


I thrust back and forth between my partners, picking up speed, 
delighting in the sensation of being inside someone and having 
someone else inside me. My cock was an iron pillar with an 
electric wire of excitement up its center while the rest of my body 
was a soft, boneless mass of glowing-hot lust. 


My slippery hands were wrapped around my fuckee’s big cock 
and I wasn’t even aware I was beating him off until I heard his 
frenzied grunt and felt the sperm rise up his silo. 


Oh wow, I thought, he’s coming. I really made him come with my 
dick up his ass. 


His penis bucked in my hands like a machine gun and I moaned 
into the nape of his neck. Oh yeah. I squeezed and pumped my 
fists, hard, to urge out as many of those long, high-pressure spurts 
as possible. 


He’s shooting ... listen to him moan ... oh wow, so much cum ... 


The young man fucking me began groaning loudly and pumping 
me really fast and hard. I knew what was coming, so I squeezed 
him and worked my hips quickly against his. 


“Oh fuck,” he swore, and my own orgasm clicked into place as I 
felt those dreamy spurts filling me up with creamy goodness. 


Then it my own orgasm carried me away. 


“Nnnnggggh ...” a kind of snarl rose through my clenched teeth 
along with my impending climax. It detonated with a sharp, high- 
pitched grunt, and I flooded my partner with cum while mind 
floated in some wondrous etheric orgasmland. 


www 


My legs were so weak, I couldn’t get up after we had 
successfully uncoupled and disentangled ourselves. I sat under the 
warm shower spray with my back to the tile as my two lovers 
gnawed and sucked on and played with my big tits. I shared a 
vodka cooler with them, or rather; I took sips, while on their turns 
they tipped the bottle over my breasts and slurped the alcohol off 
me. The booze was ice-cold, and it made me jump and giggle, but I 
was so far gone by then I didn’t have the heart to scold them. I 
closed my eyes and enjoyed their attentions for a while. 
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The men hoisted me up and patted me dry with towels. The 
alcohol rushed to my head made me chortle. I lurched between 
them as we went back out to the bedroom. 


Susan was now the star attraction. She straddled one guy while 
letting another mount her from behind, and fellated yet another 
who stood on the bed, balancing precariously with his palms 
pressed to the ceiling. 


Even the people she wasn’t coupled with weren’t left out; men 
crouched all around her and touched her body. They fondled every 
inch of her and rubbed their penises against her pale, bare skin. 
The two FDM women knelt on either side of her and each nursed 
on a swollen, pink nipple. 


I just had to stand and watch for a while. It was quite the 
pornographic spectacle. The man fucking her in the ass stiffened 
and came; he pulled out and another one of the fondlers on the 
sidelines stepped up and took his place without the whole 
gangbang so much as missing a beat. Susan just kept sucking and 
working her hips with unfettered sexual greed. She moaned and 
babbled around her mouthful of cock, and urged her attendants to 
do her harder. She didn’t even notice the shift-change. 


I don’t know if I can properly describe the atmosphere in that 
motel in the hours that followed. It was like we were a million 
miles away from everything, in our own private universe. We 
could do anything we wanted. I knew they all adored me 
unconditionally — the fact that my blonde friend let me buttfuck 
him proved that — so I could get just as crazy and slutty as I wanted 
and I didn’t have to worry about them judging me, or thinking any 
less of me for it. It was awesome. 


I got to know them all intimately, by touch and taste, even if I 
couldn’t remember which name went with which face without 
nametags. I had no idea who was who anymore, and I didn’t care a 
bit. I writhed in a pile of warm, slippery bodies, and took and gave 
pleasure in equal portions. 


A potent vibe of lazy, boozy lasciviousness pervaded. You 
couldn’t keep your hands to yourself or your legs together. When I 
got on the bed next to Susan and opened my legs to all and sundry, 
the man who immediately mounted me had a drink in his hand, and 
after I adjusted to his girth (fucker’s dick was huge; even as well- 
ridden as I was by then, I’m small, and I winced as he entered me), 
we traded sips. He plumbed my depths with long, languid 
strokes, and my dick stood upright between us. Hello! My name is 
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Jamie slipped between our bodies and mounted my pole with a 
happy sigh. 


“Yeah,” I breathed, “oh yeah.” 


I couldn’t speak after that because another man straddled my 
head and my mouth was full. 


Before that night, I’d never slept with a boy. Before that night 
was done, I’d had sex with twelve, not counting all the other men 
who’d sucked my dick at the club. I just kept going and going; the 
casual, friendly depravity of the scene filled me with a woozy, 
bubbling heat and I wanted all those big dicks, tight pussies, 
sucking mouths, and gripping asses to keep fucking me forever. It 
all felt so good. 


I slipped into a drunken sexual delirium. Cock after cock entered 
me and the more I came, the more I needed to come. I changed 
positions several times, at one point I was enjoying the broad, 
heavy presence of a man on my back and a woman slid underneath 
me. I entered her without a thought. Suddenly, I realized I'd never 
met her before. I had had my penis in both of the FDM women and 
Susan (and several of the men, too) and this woman was new. I 
roused from the haze to look at her. 


She was about 19, slim, and had the tanned, blonde look of a 
surfer girl, all the way to the faint white of zinc oxide on her nose. 


“Um ... who are you?” I asked, my voice slurry with drink and 
Sex. 


She moaned and drove her pelvis up at me, clapping my hips 
with a good strong beat. 


“T m Cindy,” she gasped. “I work the night desk here.” Then her 
face clenched in a pretty grimace as she came. 


“Oooo.” She moaned with her lips puckered in a tiny ‘o’. She 
sighed and went limp beneath me. “Oh wow,” she sighed. 


She rolled out from under me and touched my heavy-hanging 
breasts with reverence. 


“God,” she marveled, “your body’s incredible.” She leaned in 
and kissed me. “I won’t tell anybody, but try to keep it down, 
okay? Some of the other guests were complaining, and I came here 
to tell you guys you were making too much noise.” She giggled 
and palmed my sausage. “This was such an awesome scene, I had 
to jump in. Bye, now.” 
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She pulled on her shorts and tank top (leaving her panties on the 
floor) and scooted out the door with a little thumb-and-pinkie 
hang-ten waggle thrown at the room in general. 


After that, the night wound down. All told, I think from the time I 
set foot in that motel room, my penis was in somebody else’s 
mouth, vagina, or anus more than it was out. I lost track of the 
number of times I came. Even after I flaked out in one of the other 
rooms, a rotating shift of people nursed on my finally relaxed penis 
while I drifted in and out of sleep. I didn’t mind; I was too 
exhausted to care on one hand, and on the other, it was a very 
soothing way to go to sleep, and I usually have problems getting to 
sleep in a strange bed. 
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7. The Road Home 


When I woke the next morning, I was somewhat surprised to find 
that it wasn’t all a dream. My penis was sore, and my vagina was 
sore. My back and legs ached from a night of steady humping. My 
thighs were chafed, and I was raw and sticky all over, like I’d been 
dragged by horses through a swamp. I had a foul taste in my mouth 
and a gritty feeling in my head, which I supposed was my first 
hangover. Susan and several other naked people crowded the bed 
with me and the bordello stink of all those unwashed bodies was 
enough to make my eyes water. When I first tried to rise I had to 
lie back down again because the room spun. 


I felt great. I wanted to whoop for joy. Once Id had a hot shower 
to pummel out some of the kinks, I felt even better. 


The day was a little too bright and beautiful for the others. I was 
the first one up and dressed, and when I flung open the curtains 
they all winced and groaned like vampires caught in daylight. 


“Brand new day, people!” I sang merrily. “Up, troops, and at 
‘em ! 29 


“You’re lucky your dick’s bigger than mine,” one of them 
growled, and I had to laugh as they all wafted off to the showers 
like pallid specters. 


My party emerged from their respective rooms minutes later 
freshened, dressed, and a little more human. We went to check out. 
Everyone huddled under their sunglasses. It was obvious we’d 
overdone it the night before. Despite the battle-worn condition of 
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my body, I couldn’t help feeling grand. A new life had started for 
me. 


“Christ, Kelly,” said Susan, with a flash of her old self. We were 
sitting in the crappy little diner that served as the motel’s dining 
room. Her hangover made her look more gothic than ever. She 
sipped at her coffee as if it were some particularly gruesome 
medicine. “Are you always this cheerful the next morning?” 


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “This is my first next 
morning.” 


Several coffees, cigarettes and tall glasses of orange juice later, 
my group looked a little less undead. The conversation picked up 
and became chattier. They traded rueful smiles as they popped 
aspirins, and their better natures asserted themselves. They were a 
really nice bunch of people. They were witty, knowledgeable, and 
successful. They had flown in from Hawaii, where they based their 
company, and would be flying back later this afternoon. 


I had mixed feelings about that. I would miss them, of course. 
They had been a vital part in one of the most important nights of 
my life, but at the same time, it was strange having a group of 
people I barely knew venerate me as they did. In a guilty way, I 
was a little relieved they wouldn’t be staying. I couldn’t handle 
orgies like this one every night of the week. 


The FDM gang insisted on paying for breakfast, even though I 
could more than afford it after last night’s earnings, and then we 
strolled over to the office and handed in the room keys. Cindy 
winked as she checked us out. 


She beckoned to me, and I bent over the counter. 


“Listen,” she said, “this place is always dead on Monday nights. 
If you and any of your friends wanna party again, come back then. 
I can get you a room for free as long as you show up after 
midnight. And, you know, let me join in.” She gave me a matter- 
of-fact smile, and then included the whole group in it. “You're all 
welcome back any time.” 


My body rebelled at the thought of more sex just then, but I 
returned her smile and pocketed the phone number she discreetly 
passed me, written on a piece of motel stationery. 


We all said our final goodbyes outside. Susan stood to one side, 
smoking a cigarette with poorly managed impatience. She had 
agreed, with some reluctance, to drive me home. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


“Damn,” sighed Hello! My Name is Jim. They all had their 
nametags back on. “We had to meet you on our last night.” 


“We’ll be back in California this fall, at the Clear Light 
Symposium in Santa Barbara,” said Hello! My Name is Matt. 
“We'd be happy to pay your way if you want to come up.” 


“TIl try,” I said, and somewhat to my surprise, I found I meant it. 


The farewells got a little tearful, much to Susan’s disgust, and she 
stalked off to wait in her car. 


~~~ 


The drive home was quiet. Susan wasn’t being hostile; I think she 
just didn’t know what to say. I also thought she was still a bit 
weirded out by the previous night. She wore a large pair of stylish, 
dark sunglasses, so it was hard to gauge her mood. 


“Susan?” 

“Yeah.” 

“We have to talk.” 

“About what?” She sounded sulky, and a little surly. 
“I have several demands.” 


“Oh, shit.” I could hear the rolling of eyes in her voice, even 
from behind her sunglasses. I forged on, regardless. 


“I want you to give me all the photos and videos you took of me. 
All the original, uncensored stuff. All the copies, too.” 


“And if I don’t?” she asked truculently. “Then what?” 


“Then nothing. You can do whatever you want. But understand 
this,” I said, and my voice hardened, “if you do anything that hurts 
or upsets my family, you and I are through. I will never talk to you 
again. I will shut you out of my life and throw away the key.” 


Susan bit her lip. Her silence spoke volumes. 


When she spoke again, it was in a whiny, ‘geez, why’d you fly 
off the handle?’ voice. 


“Jesus, Kelly, that’s not what I meant. I don’t have a lot of the 
originals. Sylvia has some, so does Tanya, they’re all over the 
place. I can’t remember who has what anymore.” 
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“Find out,” I said implacably. “I want them by the end of the 
week, Susan.” 


“You’re asking a lot.” That sulky, rebellious tone again. 


“Susan,” I said patiently, “if you and I are going to move 
forward, it has to be on an equal footing.” 


To my surprise, Susan barked out a sharp, angry laugh. 
“Ha! As if we were ever equal!” 
The bitterness in her voice shocked me. 

“What?” 


“Oh don’t play innocent! You always had the advantage and you 
know it! Even when I was blackmailing you ...” Susan bit her lip 
again. 


“Go on,” I prompted. I was a little mystified at her sudden anger. 


“Fuck you,” she spat. Her nose reddened, and I realized she was 
crying behind her sunglasses. “Rotten little bitch.” Her voice 
roughened with tears. 


“Susan, please,” I put my hand on her bare thigh. I was getting a 
little upset by osmosis. “Please let’s talk about this.” 


She pushed my hand off her thigh. 


“I have nothing to say to you,” she sobbed, weeping now in 
earnest. 


Oh, for heaven’s sake — she was acting as though J had done her 
some dreadful injury. There was more going on here than I could 
see, and I couldn’t figure it out. It was like the tumblers of a 
combination lock spinning aimlessly, and it frustrated me. My 
perplexity and agitation grew, and I burst out, “Why do you hate 
me so much?” 


This question had long haunted me. When Susan first started 
blackmailing me, I thought it was because she was evil, that she 
did these terrible things simply because she could, and people let 
her get away with them. Over time, I saw that wasn’t quite true; 
Susan was more complex than that. It was something personal. 
Her torments always had a particularly vindictive intensity, as if 
she were paying back some personal grievance. How I ever 
offended her in the first place, I had no idea. 


Kelly’s Inheritance 


“Hate you? Hate you?” Susan struck the steering wheel with her 
palm. “I dream about you, Kelly, since I first saw you. I can’t stop 
thinking about you. Your body, your eyes, your beautiful red 
hair,” she sounded especially resentful as she catalogued the points 
of my appearance. This took me aback, as I had never thought 
myself at all bewitching. 


“- and that huge fucking cock. You’re in my head all the time and 
I can’t get you out.” 


Tears trickled down from her sunglasses. 
“Don’t you get it? I Jove you, you rotten little freak.” 


Ohhhh. The tumblers in my head snapped into alignment with a 
decisive click. Mystery solved. 


She ground at her red, tear-stained cheeks with the heel of her 
palm with an unladylike snuffle and pulled over to a wooded area 
off the shoulder that looked vaguely familiar. 


She parked us clumsily, buried her face in her folded arms over 
the steering wheel, and cried her heart out. 


Everything, of course, made sense now. I couldn’t believe I 
hadn’t sorted it out before. Josie had as much as said so in the 
school parking lot. 


I reached out to stroke her hair, and she shook it off, spitting, “As 
if you didn’t know,” like a pissed off cat. The weird thing was I 
actually felt guilty because I should have known. 


“You always had the upper hand,” Susan raged through her tears, 
“because I wanted ... needed you more. Don’t act like you didn’t 
know it.” 


“T didn’t know it.” I said it quietly. I didn’t want to argue with 
her. “I didn’t know a damn thing. I’m an idiot.” This was truly a 
time of amazing firsts; I couldn’t believe what came out of my 
mouth next: “I’m sorry, Susan.” 


Susan kept crying, though her anger seemed to be abating. “Th- 
the only reason I shared you with the squad is I knew I couldn’t 
control you without backup.” She sniffled and sobbed. “And even 
with backup, look what happened!” She went off on another wild 


crying jag. 


As she wailed and wept, I rolled my eyes mentally. This was 
getting ridiculous. Susan wasn’t the victim here. 
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Patiently, I waited until her tears had died down a bit, and then 
fished in the glove compartment for some old fast food napkins 
and handed them to her. She took them without saying thank you 
and blew her nose. I had the flash of insight that having Susan in 
your life meant cleaning up a lot of her messes. She wasn’t 
emotionally housebroken. In my head, I shrugged and decided I 
didn’t mind. 


She drew a deep, ragged sigh and stared into her lap. 


“I wish I’d never met you, Kelly,” she said dully. “I wish I’d 
never seen you. My life would be so much simpler.” 


Oh, poor you, I thought with real asperity. This really was too 
much. Susan hadn’t exactly made my life a bowl of peaches. 


I sighed and shelved my ire for now. At that moment, my biggest 
problem was that Susan had stranded us in a little wooded glade 
off the highway, miles from home, and we were stuck there until 
she pulled herself back together. 


It occurred to me that this was a classic girl/boy conundrum: 
Susan was having an emotional crisis while I was having a 
logistical one. 


Not to sound heartless, as I really did feel for Susan - her tears 
were bringing weepy prickles to my own eyes - but I just wanted to 
go home. I had told my parents the night before that I’d be doing a 
sleep-over at Josie’s, and I knew she’d cover for me, but still, I had 
walked on the wild side enough and now I wanted back to my 
ordinary life. 


“Susan,” I said, “if you had all these feelings for me, why didn’t 
you just talk to me? Why ...” I waved vaguely to indicate 
everything that had passed in the last few months. I didn’t want to 
get into a detailed recap of all her misdeeds. I wanted to talk this 
out rationally, if possible. 


“Oh Kelly, please,” she groaned, and worlds of meaning came 
through in her voice. It brought our moment of intense communion 
the night before back to mind. 


Oh. Mystery even further solved. I nodded. 


Susan did not believe herself lovable enough to win my 
affections honestly. 
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The weirdness of our situation struck me again; she had raped me 
for the same reason that men rape women, and yet J was the one 
with the dick. 


I took a calming breath. “Susan,” I asked, “do you want me in 
your life?” 


She paused, and then nodded miserably. 


“Fine,” I said, “I do too. But after all the shit you pulled, I have 
the right to lay down some ground rules.” 


I bit my lip. That came out a little angrier than intended. Oh well. 
I went on. 


“My next demand is this: effective immediately, I’m on the 
cheerleading squad.” 


“What?” it came out as an incredulous shriek. 


“Well, why not?” I asked reasonably. “I passed the initiation at 
the Strip Mine. With flying colors.” 


Susan stared agape at me and then burst into fresh tears. 


“Oh, J see,” she bawled, “It’s not enough that you own me, you 
want to take away everything —” 


“I don’t want to be captain,” I assured her patiently, “You can 
still be captain -” 


“Oh, thank you -” 


“- and I will accept your authority as captain. I will not tell you 
how to run the squad. I will not challenge your decisions on 
routines and stuff. You know more about all that anyway.” 


Susan was silent for a moment, and then asked with genuine 
puzzlement (and no little suspicion), “Why do you want to be on 
the squad?” 


I shrugged. “I liked being up in front of people, getting them all 
worked up.” 


“So join the Drama Club,” Susan shot back. 


I shook my head. “Wouldn’t work. They have shared dressing 
rooms.” 


Susan snorted, and then stared off into the trees. “Any other 
demands?” 
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“Just this,” I answered. “Wednesday nights at the gym storage 
basement will continue as normal.” 


Susan gawped at me. I think she was getting a little punch-drunk 
from all these blows I kept throwing at her. 


She swallowed. “I thought -” 


“You thought wrong,” I cut in brusquely. “It’s not that I didn’t 
enjoy it Susan. It’s just that none of you bothered to ask me first.” 


All of a sudden, all my ire was back. Big time. 


“Asking, you know? It means getting my permission. Maybe with 
a card, or some flowers and chocolates. A girl likes to feel 
appreciated.” 


The sarcasm was flowing thick and caustic from me now, and I 
couldn’t stop it. 


“Its not that I minded being drugged and handcuffed and 
terrorized. It’s just that, you know, getting my say-so would have 
been nice.” 


I had been on the verge of tears earlier, but the anger made my 
eyes as dry and hard as diamonds. They glittered. With a quick 
flip, I reached out and whipped off Susan’s sunglasses. Her lovely 
brown eyes were very wide. 


“I was lonely, Susan, and if you had bothered to talk to me a bit 
first, none of this would have happened. So if you don’t like how 
last night turned out, or the way things have to be now, don’t you 
dare blame me.” 


My breath came deep and fast. My blood was up, and so was my 
Johnson. Righteous fury hissed through my veins like ignited 
gasoline, and lust came burning after it. 


“I am going to fuck you, Susan,” I heard my own voice from a 
distance, through the roaring in my ears. “And I am going to fuck 
every girl on the squad, over and over. In many, many different 
ways. I am going to fuck you and fuck you until my stuff comes 
out your ears. My big dick is going to have its say, and you’re all 
going to listen. You can enjoy it or not, I don’t care, but it is going 
to happen so you better brace yourself.” 


I was so angry I wanted to punch Susan right in the face, and so 
powerfully roused that I wanted to plant a kiss on those slack, 
trembling lips with all the force of my desire behind it. She 
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enraged me with her selfishness and inflamed me with her sensual 
vulnerability. She was so beautiful and so twisted. 


She was also staring at me with deer-in-the-headlights terror. 
Fuck it. 
I grabbed great handfuls of her lustrous long hair and kissed her. 


Her body tensed, and then softened against me with a helpless 
whimper. 


I couldn’t believe how quickly the desire kindled in us both after 
sexing the night away the previous evening. It was as if last night 
was a distant memory. Right now, I was hot, all steamed up and as 
stiff as though I hadn’t had sex in weeks. 


I broke the kiss so I could pull off my little blue cap-sleeve tee 
and unhook my enormous virginal bra. Mother always rolled her 
eyes at my choices in undergarments. She always wore lacier, 
skimpier things herself, and as I struggled with all those hooks, I 
promised myself I would start wearing sexier underthings 
immediately. 


No matter how many times she saw them, something in Susan’s 
eyes always lit up whenever she saw my breasts, and now was no 
exception. 


I discarded my bra and arched my back to jut my bare breasts 
forward; I took hold of Susan’s hair again and pulled her face into 
them. She made a sound that was both hungry and despairing and 
began kissing and licking my boobies all over. 


“Do you like my titties, Susan?” I asked quietly. 


She made an exasperated sound and sucked my right nipple. It 
felt good, but I pulled it from her lips. 


“Well?” I asked. 
“... love them ...” she murmured, eyes downcast. 


I popped my nipple back in her mouth, closed my eyes, and 
petted her hair and back. She nursed strongly, the way I like it, 
with nipping teeth and lots of circling tongue. She switched 
nipples to give me thorough service. I was soaking wet between 
the legs, and felt the strong tug of my distended penis just above, 
trying to stiffen to new lengths. My plum was so swollen that it 
had cleared the foreskin and chafed with a ticklish pleasure against 
my stretched panties. I was wet in both places. 
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I undid my skirt and opened it. I slipped my thumbs under the 
waistband of my panties and found Susan’s hands already there, 
pulling down. 


I raised my hips and my penis sprang upright as my panties 
disappeared. 


Susan tucked my cock in the crook of her neck like a telephone 
handset and kissed my tummy. She licked my navel (aaah/), 
brushed her nose in my coppery curls, and inhaled deeply, as 
though she were savoring my bouquet. 


Then her hands came up and gripped my staff. Her head rose and 
hovered. She flipped her hair back and I could see her studying my 
penis closely. She drew her fists up and down and watched my 
foreskin in fascination; it bunched and smoothed as she sheathed 
and unsheathed my glossy red dome. A dewdrop of clear fluid 
sprouted in my cleft and Susan smeared it around with the pad of 
her index finger, making me shiver. She made my knob glisten as 
though polished. 


Susan squeezed my pole, and it throbbed agreeably in her grip. 
She pulled down and kept my foreskin pulled back while she 
licked my fat bulb. I sucked a breath between my teeth. Susan’s 
tongue on my taut glans made me twitch. 


It got better. She puckered her lips and planted a kiss on my tip. 
She pushed down, and her lips spread around me. My thick stalk 
filled her mouth and she sucked on me with the abandon of 
someone satisfying a long-held craving. She moaned as her saliva- 
rich mouth slurped me; her eyes closed and I could see them 
rolling behind her lids. 


I don’t know how I kept my cool. Susan’s blowjob felt marvelous 
and as her head began moving, I floated on the razor’s edge of 
control. 


I swallowed on my dry throat and concentrated on the achy throb 
in my wet nipples. 


I tried to breathe slow and steady and it was difficult, what with 
the hallucinogenic pleasure Susan’s soft, tight lips and squirming 
tongue provided. Lusty excitement put hitches in my breathing and 
my heart pounded. I shivered and wiggled; I couldn’t help it. 


Susan’s head rose and fell. It was divine, and the sound of her 
loud, enthusiastic sucking rose amid the birdsong and whistle of 
wind in the trees. 
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She took her mouth off me and stroked me with both fists again. 
She licked her lips and stared at my pulsating trunk with all the 
focus of a concert pianist at the keyboard. There was no trace of 
her earlier upset at all. 


“Feeling alright now, Susan?” I asked in a thick voice. 


“Yes,” she replied distantly. Then, with a sigh, she closed her 
eyes and rubbed her face into my prick. She rolled her perfect 
features over the veiny mass of my shaft and got herself sticky 
with my juice and her spit. She clasped it to her cheek as though 
she were hugging it and then covered it with pleasant, wet little 
kisses. 


Her head sank and she licked my vagina. Ooooh. Tingly 
filaments of pleasure shot through me as she first tongued, then 
gently sucked my clitoris. My cock throbbed and oozed. I gritted 
my teeth and tried not to come. 


She kissed her way back up my tower, and our eyes met. I saw 
the resignation and contentment in them. 


She looked away for a moment, and then looked me in the eye 
again. It was another of those moments where she had no secrets 
from me. 


“This makes me happy,” she stated simply, and resumed sucking 
me. I caressed her face. 


She took it deeper and deeper, and soon, to my knee-weakening 
amazement, I watched almost all of my trunk disappear down her 
throat. She kept up the eye contact, and looking into her watery 
eyes as she gorged herself to the gagging point on my prong nearly 
made me shoot right then. I had to remind myself I had other plans. 


“Susan,” I croaked, “Please kneel up on the seat and bend over 
the back.” 


With a groan she rose. “I wanted you to come in my mouth.” 


I smiled. “First things first.” My cock bounded and quivered. 
Droplets of saliva and preseminal fluid ran down it like raindrops 
on a windshield. 


Susan got up and obeyed me. The rear canopy of her two-seater 
sports car must have been hot under the morning sun, but she 
didn’t complain as she draped her upper body over it while 
keeping her knees on the seat. 
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I knelt beside her and pulled down her pleated little miniskirt. 
She helpfully shifted her weight so I could get it past each knee 
and then off, and Susan’s rump was gloriously naked. I palmed 
each firm, springy cheek and gave it a shake. I watched each one 
jiggle back into place; I was enthralled. I swatted her ass with my 
sturdy tent pole just to see that jelly quake again. 


In a quivery little voice, Susan said, “Kelly ... I... ?'m still 
pretty sore...” 


I got behind her, planting my calves between hers and opening 
her legs further with my thighs. I liked feeling her bare skin 
against mine. The dripping-wet tip of my penis bounded and 
wagged about as I got into position; it brushed over Susan’s 
buttocks and drew ticklish, shiny designs on her skin. She 
quivered. 


I stilled my swollen organ with a guiding hand and directed it 
Susan’s plump, glistening vulva, which bulged fat and proud 
between the lower halves of her peach. 


Sore or not, Susan’s pussy was very wet, and warmly receptive. I 
slipped into her spongy, pink meat as easy as pie. She was 
deliciously slippery, and the feel of her silky-soft insides 
compressing my fiery prod made me dizzy. 


Susan winced occasionally, but if she found my penetration 
painful, she certainly didn’t protest. The deeper I entered her, the 
more her body seemed to melt and welcome me. Her mouth hung 
slack, and delicate little “ooohs” escaped it with every breath. 


I pushed and pushed until those lovely cheeks nestled against my 
tummy and her juicy vagina squeezed every inch of me. She 
bathed me in her juices. 


I leaned forward and braced my palms on either side of Susan’s 
lower back. The rear hood of the car was hot, but not painfully so, 
and I found the angle I was looking for after a few tentative 
thrusts. I felt Susan’s body galvanize under me. 


I swept my hips from side to side while maintaining the depth of 
my penetration. I ground down on that particular spot, and Susan 
flopped under me with a gentle, sighing cry of surrender. Her 
vagina gulped strongly on my embedded post, and her legs and ass 
reddened in patches. Her face turned sideways, laying her cheek on 
the rear hood of the car and I could see her nostrils flaring. Long, 
swooning moans swept through her, and her back arched with their 
passage. 
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Once she had quieted down, I kept still for a while. When I felt 
her insides clamping on me in an aftershock, I ground down again, 
but lighter that time, and she swooned and moaned some more. 


“Oh Gawd,” she garbled. Her eyes had a glazed, far away look. “I 
love this. Love you.” 


I got selfish then. I began thrusting, really enjoying the moist 
snugness and heat of Susan’s pussy. She began wincing, and when 
I began humping her hard, she let out a cry of real pain. 


“Kelly,” she sobbed, “Please ...” 


She wouldn’t stop me, I realized through my dizzy haze of lust. 
She would let me pound her vagina to a pulp and she wouldn’t tell 
me no. 


It was that realization that brought me up short. 


I stopped reluctantly, and caught my breath. I got my raging 
hormones (and hard-on) under control. I pulled out of her with 
great care, and her most private, inner mouth kept opening and 
closing even after my broad plug burst free of it. The phrase Penis 
Flytrap sprang into my mind, and I chuckled. Weakly, Susan 
laughed along, in relief, I thought. 


“Wow,” she gasped, “You were really giving it to me there ...” 


I stroked her hair, and her back. She was wearing a sleeveless 
black bodice-top that ended at her navel, and her arms and bare 
lower back shone with perspiration. Impulsively, I leaned down 
and kissed the nape of her neck. 


“I don’t ever want to hurt you, Susan.” I have no idea where that 
came from. 


She chuckled. “Oh, you can hurt me all you like. I can take it.” 


I reared up, and my penis struck my belly with a wet slap. It 
arched upward in a proud, horn-like curve. It looked and felt 
stuffed to bursting. 


“Susan,” I told her, “roll over.” 
She did, taking heavy breaths, and threw me a quizzical look. 


I undid the silver snaps of her top and pulled it open, baring her 
breasts. I caressed them, pulling gently on her stiff pink nipples, 
and then touched the satiny skin of her belly. I toyed with the 
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silver ring in her navel, and cupped the smooth-shaven bulge of 
her pudenda. It fit my palm perfectly. 


With both thumbs, I opened her labia and marveled at the 
gleaming pink perfection of her fruit. I bent over and kissed it. She 
twitched, and I heard her gasp in astonishment. I licked her, 
savoring the delicious taste and all her different textures: from the 
chubby softness of her outer lips to the rubbery firmness of her 
inner lips to the pebbly hardness of her clitoris. 


I wanted to eat her out for ages. I also wanted to slam my cock 
right back in there and squirt her full of cream. I did neither of 
these things. 


Instead, I climbed up on the back of the car and sat on Susan’s 
face. 


She made a startled sound at first, but then immediately got into 
it, pressing her face up into my vagina. Her hands rose and cupped 
my hips, as though she were drinking from a giant ewer. 


I faced her hips and let my hands play with her breasts as her lips 
and tongue assaulted my not-so-virginal treasure. I closed my eyes 
and tilted my face up to the sun. I sighed; the sunlight felt good on 
my bare body and a coquettish breeze came through the pines to 
caress me. Susan sucked and worried at my moist folds with her 
lips and teeth, making me squirm and moan. 


I shifted a bit, bringing my asshole forward to hover over Susan’s 
mouth, and I settled my weight down again. Susan spluttered and 
licked and nibbled at my crinkly pink orifice until I couldn’t stand 
it anymore. 


I lifted up slightly, and took hold of my penis. I pushed it down, 
forcing it against its natural inclination, swinging it down like the 
pendulum of a clock, to Susan’s mouth. She sucked it inside 
without hesitation, and I lay down on top of her to feast on that 
delectable pussy. 


I lost myself in its soggy little nooks and crannies. I rubbed my 
face into the wetness and slurped it all up like a feast of oysters on 
the half-shell. At the same time, I felt my cock slipping down, 
impossibly deep into Susan’s throat. I cried out as she gulped, 
making her gullet constrict around me; it was unbearably 
delightful. I felt her hands on my ass, and, incredibly, she pushed 
me deeper, grunting loudly in ecstasy around her huge mouthful. I 
couldn’t help moving, and her hands encouraged me. I fucked her 
throat and moaned into her cunt. 
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Susan groaned and sucked. She extended three fingers to play 
with my clitoris, fanning its tiny foreskin back and forth, and I 
shuddered. I could feel the pressure mounting deep inside me. I 
pulled back all the way, until I felt her tongue laving over my 
glans, licking tirelessly and probing the little slit, and then I shoved 
in, all the way, until I felt Susan’s beautiful face against my pubis. 
Her deep groans of approval made my bone resonate like a tuning 
fork. 


A finger from her other hand found my wet asshole and slid in. I 
screamed, jerked, and all my dams broke. A flood of semen 
exploded through my pulsating hose, and Susan’s throat muscles 
milked me as she swallowed, again and again. At the same time, I 
could feel my vagina contracting in delicious spasms and a high- 
pressure stream of fluid squirted from my soft pink cookie. 


“Ooh ... ooo ...” I wailed as my whole body convulsed in 
ecstasy. Susan wrapped her arms around me, holding and 
steadying me, stroking up and down my back as the fire raged 
through me. 


My orgasm seemed to last for at least a full minute; I have no 
idea how many spurts I pumped down Susan’s throat, or how she 
managed to contain it all, but she did. When I rolled off of her, I 
stared in wonder at the incredible sight of my cock sliding out of 
her mouth, inch after inch appearing like some impossible magic 
trick, dripping with my come and her own thick saliva. Her face 
was nearly purple from the prolonged effort of deep throating me. 
When the head finally swung clear, a fat strand of pearly jism 
trailed from its slit, linking it to Susan’s tongue. She pursed her 
lips and sucked, as though she were drawing in an errant string of 
spaghetti, and the strand vanished into her mouth. She swallowed 
and let her head fall back with a clunk. 


“Oh Mama,” she moaned, and massaged her jaws. Then she 
reached over and gripped my penis with both hands. She gave it a 
little shake and began licking it clean. It felt nice, even though I 
was still very sensitive from my orgasm. I felt sharp little tingles. 


“TIl tame you yet,” she murmured to it. 


I smiled. We’ll see about that, I thought. I stroked her hair again. 
I felt languid, happy, and all-powerful. 


I love Susan’s hair. It’s so long and thick and shiny, like black 
ink. I love sinking my fingers into it and gripping big handfuls. 
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“Kelly,” Susan spoke to me. Her voice was hoarse, and I’m not 
surprised; my penis must have given her tonsils a beating. 


“Kelly, I don’t ...” she stopped, grimaced and swallowed, 
rubbing her throat. Then she started again. “Kelly, I don’t think I 
can say this again, so please listen.” She took a breath. “I accept 
your demands. Any way you want it, okay? You win.” 


She slapped my penis. “I can’t fight with this thing. It’s too big 
and beautiful and delicious.” She cleared her throat. 


“Something else. Don’t ever be afraid to force me. Any time. 
Just go right ahead. Use me. Day or night, it doesn’t matter. I will 
want you to.” She coughed a little, cleared her throat again, and 
smiled at me. “You can’t push me too far.” 


I was lying on my side next to her, and I rose on one elbow to 
better face her. 


“Another thing,” she went on, “I will test you. I’m sorry, but 
that’s how I am. Ill be a bitch, [ll give you attitude, but ... that’s 
just me. Never be afraid to put me in my place. Just spank me if 
I’m bad and don’t worry about it.” 


She leaned over and kissed my flaccid tool, lying fat and 
serpentine across her shoulder. “People say I’m a slut,” she went 
on, “And they’re right. But from now on, I’m your slut. You’ re 
what I’ ve been looking for my whole life.” 


A tear slipped down her cheek, and it had nothing to do with the 
jousting my cock had just given her gag reflex. 


She sniffed, threw her hair back, and grinned. She was sweaty, 
and there was cum all around her mouth and dribbling from my 
cock onto her chest. Her eyes were red and puffy. She was 
beautiful. 


I recalled what she said to me: J love you, you rotten little freak. 


Then she lifted my cock, seized my foreskin between her teeth, 
and pulled. I squealed as my flesh stretched, and when she released 
it, it snapped back with a wet slap. 


“And that’s all the warning you get,” she said playfully. 


“Oh, you ...” I took hold of my cock and clubbed her about the 
face and neck with it. She laughed, and play-struggled. I climbed 
on top of her and kissed her cummy mouth. 
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“T think I love you too ... slut,” I whispered in her ear. I felt her 
body shudder underneath mine. 


www 


We lazed awhile on the back of her little red sports car, and then 
got dressed. Susan made the wry observation that we now smelled 
the same as when we first woke up at the motel. I didn’t mind, and 
said so. 


“Take me home, Susan,” I said. “I want you to meet my family.” 


She glanced at me, and then away. Her lips twisted in a 
ruminative little knot. 


“I don’t know,” She said doubtfully. She executed a perfect 
three-point turn and drove back to the highway. 


“What do you mean?” I asked, looking at her as the wind 
whipped my hair around. 


‘T m not exactly the kind of girl you take home to mother.” 


I laughed. That was the truth. I remembered my opening number 
from last night. She’s a Super Freak - Super Freak! She’s super 
freak-ay ... 


“I think they’II like you just fine, Susan.” I patted her leg. She 
didn’t swat it away this time. 


‘T ve got a good feeling,” I told her. 


Susan gave me a brave, nervous little smile and put her foot 
down on the accelerator. 


The End 
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